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ACT I.

MARY BEATON





Scene I.

—

The Upper Chamber in Holyrood.

Thefour Maries.

MARY BEATON {siugs):—

I.

Le navire

Est (t feau;

Enteiids rire

Ce grosflot

Quefait liiire

Et bruire

Le vieux sire

Aquilo.

Dans Vespace

Du grand air

Le ventpasse

Comme unfer;

Siffle et Sonne,

Tonibe et tonne,

Prend et dofine

A la me7\

B 2



CHASTELARD. [act i.

Vois^ la brise

Tbtirne au nord,

Et la hise

Souffle et mord

Siir ta pure

Chez'clure

Qui tnurmure

Et se tord.

MARY HAMILTON.

You never sing now but it makes you sad
;

Why do you sing ?

MARY BEATON.

I hardly know well why

;

It makes me sad to sing, and very sad

To hold my peace.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

I know what saddens you.

MARY BEATON.

Prithee, what? what?



SCENE I.] CHASTELARD.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

Why, since we came from France,

You have no lover to make stuff for songs.

MARY BEATON.

You are wise ; for there my pain begins indeed,

Because I have no lovers out of France.

MARY SEYTON.

I mind me of one Olivier de Pesme,

(You knew him, sweet) a pale man with short hair,

Wore tied at sleeve the Beaton colour.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

Blue—

I know, blue scarfs. I never liked that knight.

MARY HAMILTON.

Me ? I know him ? I hardly knew his name.

Black, was his hair? no, brown.

MARY SEYTON.

Light pleases you:

I have seen the time brown served you well enough.
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MARY CARMICHAEL.

Lord Darnley's is a mere maid's yellow.

MARY HAMILTON.

No;

A man's, good colour.

MARY SEYTON.

Ah, does that burn your blood ?

Why, what a bitter colour is this red

That fills your face ! if you be not in love,

I am no maiden.

MARY HAMILTON.

Nay, God help true hearts !

I must be stabbed with love then, to the bone.

Yea to the spirit, past cure.

MARY SEYTON.

What were you saying ?

I see some jest run up and down your lips.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

Finish your song ; I know you have more of it

;

Good sweet, I pray you do.



SCENE I.] CHASTELARD.

MARY BEATON.

I am too sad.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

This will not sadden you to sing
;
your song

Tastes sharp of sea and the sea's bitterness,

But small pain sticks on it.

MARY BEATON.

Nay, it is sad
;

For either sorrow with the beaten lips

Sings not at all, or if it does get breath

Sings quick and sharp like a hard sort of mirth

:

And so this song does ; or I would it did.

That it might please me better than it does.

MARY SEYTON.

Well, as you choose then. What a sort of men

Crowd all about the squares !

MARY CARMICHAEL.

Ay, hateful men
;

For look how many talking mouths be there,

So many angers show their teeth at us.

Which one is that, stooped somewhat in the neck.

That walks so with his chin against the wind,
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Lips sideways shut ? a keen-faced man—lo there,

He that walks midmost.

MARV SEYTON.

That is Master Knox.

He carries all these folk within his skin,

Bound up as 'twere between the brows of him

Like a bad thought ; their hearts beat inside his;

They gather at his lips like flies in the sun,

Tlirust sides to catch his face.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

Look forth ; so—push

The window—further—see you anything?

MARY HAMILTON.

They are well gone ; but pull the lattice in,

The wind is like a blade aslant. Would God

I could get back one day I think upon
;

The day we four and some six after us

Sat in that Louvre garden and plucked fruits

To cast love-lots with in the gatliered grapes

;

This way
;
you shut your eyes and reach and pluck,

And catch a lover for each grape you get.

I got but one, a green one, and it broke

Between my fingers and it ran down through them.

MARY SEYTON.

A)-, and the queen fell in a little wrath



SCENE I.] CHASTELARD.

Because she got so many, and tore off

Some of them she had pkicked unwittingly

—

She said, against her will. What fell to you ?

MARY BEATON.

Me ? nothing but the stalk of a stripped bunch

With clammy grape-juice leavings at the tip.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

Ay, true, the queen came first and she won all

;

It was her bunch we took to cheat you with.

What, will you weep for that now ? for you seem

As one that means to weep. God pardon me

I think your throat is choking up with tears.

You are not well, sweet, for a lying jest

To shake you thus much.

MARY BEATON.

I am well enough:

Give not your pity trouble for my sake.

MARY SEYTON.

If you be well sing out your song and laugh.

Though it were but to fret the fellows there.

—

Now shall we catch her secret washed and wet

In the middle of her song; for she must weep

If she sing through.



CHASTELARD. [act i.

MARY HAMILTON.

I told you it was love

;

I watched her eyes all through the masquing time

Feed on his face by morsels ; she must weep.

MARY BEATON.

Le 7iavife

Fasse ei Init,

Puis chavire

A grand bruit;

Et sur Voiide

La plus blonde

Tete au monde

Flottc etfuit.
^/u- «-

5-

J/oi, je rame, ^
°

Et /'amour,

Cat maflamme,
Mon grandjour,

Ma chandcllc

Blanche et belle.

Ma clmpelle f^^ .,'(-'• i*

JDe sij'our.
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Toi, inon ame

Et niafoi,

Sois ma dame

Et ma lot;

Sois ?na mie,

Sois Marie,

Sois ma vie,

Toute a Jtioi /

MARY SEYTON.

I know the song ; a song of Chastelard's

He made in coming over with the queen.

How hard it rained ! he played that over twice

Sitting before her, singing each word soft,

As if he loved the least she listened to.

MARY HAMILTON.

No marvel if he loved it for her sake
;

She is the choice of women in the world,

Is she not, sweet ?

MARY BEATON.

I have seen no fairer one.

MARY SEYTON.

And the most loving: did you note last night

How long she held hmi with her hands and eyes,
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Looking a little sadly, and at last

Kissed him below the chin and parted so

As the dance ended ?

MARY HAMILTON.

This was courtesy;

So might I kiss my singing-bird's red bill

After some song, till he bit short my lip.

MARY SEYTON.

But if a lady hold her bird anights

To sing to her between her fingers—ha ?

I have seen such birds.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

O, you talk emptily

;

She is full of grace ; and marriage in good time

Will wash the fool called scandal off men's lips.

MARY HAMILTON.

I know not that ; I know how folk would gibe

If one of us pushed courtesy so far.

She has always loved love's fashions well
;
you wot,

The marshal, head friend of this Chastelard's,

She used to talk with ere he brought her here

And sow their talk with little kisses thick

As roses in rose-harvest. For myself,

I cannot see which side of her that lurks

^^'hich snares in such wise all the sense of men
;
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What special beauty, subtle as man's eye

And tender as the inside of the eyelid is,

There grows about her.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

I think her cunning speech

—

The soft and rapid shudder of her breath

In talking^—the rare tender little laugh

—

The pitiful sweet sound like a bird's sigh

When her voice breaks ; her talking does it all.

MARY SEYTON.

I say, her eyes with those clear perfect brows :

It is the playing of those eyelashes.

The lure of amorous looks as sad as love,

Plucks all souls toward her like a net.

MARY HAMILTON.

What, what !

You praise her in too lover-like a wise

For women that praise women ; such report

Is like robes worn the rough side next the skin,

Frets where it warms.

MARY SEYTON.

You think too much in French.

Efiter Darnley.

Here comes your thorn ; what glove against it now ?
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MARY HAMILTON.

O, God's good pity ! this a thorn of mine ?

It has not run deep in yet.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

I am not sure :

The red runs over to your face's edge.

DARNLEY.

Give me one word ; nay, lady, for love's sake
;

Here, come this way ; I will not keep you ; no.

—O my sweet soul, why do you wrong me thus ?

MARY HAMILTON.

Why will you give me for men's eyes to burn ?

DARNLEY.

What, sweet, I love you as mine own soul loves me
;

They shall divide when we do.

MARY HAMILTON.

I cannot say.

DARNLEY.

Why, look you, I am broken with the queen
;

This is the rancour and the bitter heart

That grows in you ; by God it is nought else.
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Why, this last night she held me for a fool

—

Ay, God wot, for a thing of stripe and bell.

I bade her make me marshal in her masque

—

I had the dress here painted, gold and grey

(That is, not grey but a blue-green like this)

—

She tells me she had chosen her marshal, she,

The best o' the world for cunning and sweet wit
;

And what sweet fool but her sweet knight, God help !

To serve her with that three-inch wit of his ?

She is all fool and fiddling now ; for me,

I am well pleased ; God knows, if I might choose

I would not be more troubled with her love.

Her love is like a briar that rasps the flesh,

And yours is soft like flowers. Come this way, love
;

So, further in this window ; hark you here.

Enter Chastelard.

MARY BEATON.

Good morrow, sir.

CHASTELARD.

Good morrow, noble lady.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

You have heard no news ? what news ?

CHASTELARD.

Nay, I have none.

That maiden-tongued male-faced Elizabeth
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Hath eyes unlike our queen's, hair not so soft,

And hands more sudden save for courtesy

;

And lips no kiss of love's could bring to flower

In such red wise as our queen's ; save this news,

I know none English.

MARY SEVTON.

Come, no news of her
;

For God's love talk still rather of our queen.

MARY BEATON.

God give us grace then to speak well of her.

You did right joyfully in our masque last night
;

I saw you when the queen lost breath (her head

Bent back, her chin and lips catching the air

—

A goodly thing to see her) how you smiled

Across her head, between your lips—no doubt

You had great joy, sir. Did not you take note

Once how one lock fell ? that was good to see.

CHASTELARD.

Yea, good enough to live for.

MARY BE.\TON.

Nay, but sweet

Enough to die. When she broke off the dance.

Turning round short and soft— I never saw

.Such supple ways of walking as she has.
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CHASTELARD.

Why do you praise her gracious looks to me ?

MARY BEATON.

Sir, for mere sport ; but tell me even for love

How much you love her.

CHASTELARD.

I know not : it may be

If I had set mine eyes to find that out,

I should not know it. She hath fair eyes : may be

I love her for sweet eyes or brows or hair.

For the smooth temples, where God touching her

Made blue with sweeter veins the flower-sweet white
;

Or for the tender turning of her wrist,

Or marriage of the eyelid with the cheek
;

I cannot tell ; or flush of lifting throat,

I know not if the colour get a name

This side of heaven—no man knows ; or her mouth,

A flower's lip with a snake's lip, stinging sweet,

And sweet to sting with : face that one would see

And then fall blind and die with sight of it

Held fast between the eyelids—oh, all these

And all her body and the soul to that.

The speech and shape and hand and foot and heart

That I would die of—yea, her name that turns

My face to fire being written—I know no whit

How much I love them.

c
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MARY BEATON.

Nor how she loves you back ?

CHASTELARD.

I know her ways of loving, all of them :

A sweet soft way the first is ; afterward

It bums and bites like fire ; the end of that,

Charred dust, and eyelids bitten through with smoke.

MARY BEATON.

What has she done for you to gird at her ?

CHASTELARD.

Nothing. You do not greatly love her, you,

Who do not—gird, you call it. I am bound to

France

;

Shall I take word from you to any one ?

So it be harmless, not a gird, I will.

MARY BEATON.

I doubt you will not go hence with )our life.

CHASTELARD.

Why, who should slay me ? no man northwards born,

In my poor mind ; my sword's lip is no maid's

To fear the iron biting of their own.

Though they kiss hard for hate's sake.
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MARY BEATON.

Lo you, sir,

How sharp he whispers, what close breath and eyes

—

And hers are fast upon him, do you see ?

CHASTELARD.

Well, which of these must take my life in hand ?

Pray God it be the better : nay, which hand ?

MARY BEATON.

I think, none such. The man is goodly made;

She is tender-hearted toward his courtesies.

And would not have them fall too low to find.

Look, they slip forth.

\Exeunt Darnley and Mary Hamilton.

MARY SEYTON.

For love's sake, after them,

And soft as love can.

[Exeunt Mary Carmichael and Mary Seyton.

CHASTELARD.

True, a goodly man.

What shapeliness and state he hath, what eyes.

Brave brow and lordly lip ! were it not fit

Great queens should love him ? .
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MARY BEATON.

See you now, fair lord,

I have but scant breath's time to help myself,

And I must cast my heart out on a chance

;

So bear with me. That we twain have loved well,

I have no heart nor wit to say ; God wot

We had never made good lovers, you and I.

Look you, I would not have you love me, sir,

For all the love's sake in the world. I say.

You love the queen, and loving bums you up.

And mars the grace and joyous wit you had.

Turning your speech to sad, your face to strange,

Your mirth to nothing : and I am piteous, I,

Even as the queen is, and such women are;

And if I helped you to your love-longing,

Meseems some grain of love might fall my way

And love's god help me when I came to love
;

I have read tales of men that won their loves

On some such wise.

CHASTELARD.

If you mean mercifully,

I am bound to you past thought and thank ; if worse,

I will but thank your lips and not your heart.

MARY BEATON.

Nay, let love wait and praise me, in God's name.

Some day when he shall find me
;

yet, God wot,
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My lips are of one colour with my heart,

Withdraw now from me, and about midnight

In some close chamber without light or noise

It may be I shall get you speech of her

;

She loves you well ; it may be she will speak,

I wot not what ; she loves you at her heart.

Let her not see that I have given you word.

Lest she take shame and hate her love. Till night.

Let her not see it.

CHASTELARD.

I will not thank you now,

And then I'll die what sort of death you will.

Farewell. [Aa/V.

MARY BEATON.

And by God's mercy and my love's

I will find ways to earn such thank of you. \E.\it.
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Scene II.

—

A Hall in the same.

The Queen, Darnlev, Murray, Randolph, tlie

Maries, Chastelard, 6-c

queen.

Hath no man seen my lord of Chastelard?

Nay, no great matter. Keep you on that side :

Begin the purpose.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

Madam, he is here.

QUEEN.

Begin a measure now that other side.

I will not dance; let them play soft a little.

Fair sir, we had a dance to tread to-night,

To teach our north folk all sweet ways of France

;

But at this time we have no heart to it.

Sit, sir, and talk. Look, this breast-clasp is new.

The French king sent it me.

CHASTELARD.

A goodly thing

:

But what device ? the word is ill to catch.
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QUEEN.

A Venus crowned, that eats the hearts of men

:

Below her flies a love with a bat's wings,

And strings the hair of paramours to bind

Live birds' feet with. Lo what small subtle work

:

The smith's name, Gian Grisostomo da—what ?

Can you read that ? The sea froths underfoot
;

She stands upon the sea and it curls up

In soft loose curls that run to one in the wind.

But her hair is not shaken, there's a fault

;

It lies straight down in close-cut points and tongues,

Not like blown hair. The legend is writ small

:

Still one makes out this

—

Cave—if you look.

CHASTELARD.

I see the Venus well enough, God wot,

But nothing of the legend.

QUEEN.

Come, fair lord,

Shall we dance now ? my heart is good again.

[ They dance a 7Jieasnre.

DARNLEV.

I do not like this manner of a dance.

This game of two by two ; it were much better

To meet between the changes and to mix
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Than still to keep apart and whispering

Each lady out of earshot with her friend.

MARY BEATON.

That's as the lady serves her knight, I think

:

We are broken up too much.

DARNLEY.

Nay, no such thing;

Be not wroth, lady, I wot it was the queen

Pricked each his friend out. Look you now—your

ear

—

If love had gone by choosing—how they laugh.

Lean lips together, and wring hands underhand !

What, you look white too, sick of heart, ashamed,

No marvel—for men call it—hark you though

—

yrhey pass.

MURRAY.

Was the Queen found no merrier in France ?

MARY HAMILTON.

Why, have you seen her sorrowful to-night?

. MURRAY.

I say not so much ; blithe she seems at whiles,

Gentle and goodly doubtless in all ways,

But hardly with such lightness and quick heart

As it was said.



SCENE II.] CHASTELARD. 25

MARY HAMILTON.

'Tis your great care of her

Makes you misdoubt"; nought else.

MURRAY,

Yea, may be so
;

She has no cause I know to sadden her. \They pass.

QUEEN.

I am tired too soon ; I could have danced down hours

Two years gone hence and felt no wearier.

One grows much older northwards, my fair lord
;

I wonder men die south ; meseems all France

Smells sweet with living, and bright breath of days

That keep men far from dying. Peace ;
pray you now,

No dancing more. Sing, sweet, and make us mirth

;

We have done with dancing measures : sing that song

You call the song of love at ebb.

MARY BEATON (sings).

Between the sunset and the sea

My love laid hands and lips on me;

Of sweet came sour, of day came night.

Of long desire came brief delight :

Ah love, and what thing came of thee

Betiveen the sea-dotuns and the sea ?
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2.

Between i/ic sea-mark and the sea

Joy grew to grief, griefgrew to me ;

Love turned to tears, and tears to fire,

And dead delight to new desire;

Love's talk, love's touch there seemed to be

Betiveen the sea-sand and the sea.

3-

Between the sundown and the sea

Love watched one hour of love with me

:

Then down the all-golden water-ways

Hisfeetfiew after yesterdays ;

I saw them cotne and saw thejnflee

Between the sea-foam and the sea,

4-

Between the sea-strand and the sea

Lovefell on sleep, sleep fell on me;

Thefirst star saw twain turn to one

Beticeen the moonrise and the sun

;

The next, that saw not love, sajo me

Betiveen the sea-banks and the sea.

QUEEN.

Lo, sirs,

What mirth is here ! Some song of yours, fair lord
;

You know glad ways of rhyming—no such tunes

As go to tears.
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CHASTELARD.

I made this yesterday
;

For its love's sake I pray you let it live. \^Hc sings.

Aprh taut dcjours, aprh tant de pleiirs,

Soyez secourable a mon ame en peine.

Voycz comme Avrilfait Vamour auxfleiirs ;

Dame d^amour, dame aux belles coideurs,

Dieii vans a fait belle, Amour vousfait reine.

Rions,je t'enprie ; aimons,je le veiix.

Le temps ftiit et rit et 7ie revient guere

Four baiser le bout de tes blonds cheveux,

Pour baiser tes eils^ ta bouche et tes yeux ;

Lamour n'a qu'un wur aupres de sa mere.

QUEEN.

'Tis a true song ; love shall not pluck time back

Nor time lie down with love. For me, I am old
;

Have you no hair changed since you changed to Scot ?

I look each day to see my face drawn up

About the eyes, as if they sucked the cheeks.

I think this air and face of things here north

Puts snow at flower-time in the blood, and tears

Between the sad eyes and the merr}^ mouth

In their youth-days.
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CHASTELARD.

It is a bitter air.

QUEEN.

Faith, if I might be gone, sir, would I stay?

I think, for no man's loves sake.

CHASTELARD.

I think not.

QUEEN.

Do you not mind at landing how the quay

Looked like a blind wet face in waste of wind

And washing of wan waves ? how the hard mist

Made the hills ache ? your songs lied loud, my knight,

They said my face would burn off cloud and rain

Seen once, and fill the crannied land with fire.

Kindle the capes in their blind black-grey hoods

—

1 know not what. You paise me past all loves
;

And these men love me little ; 'tis some fault,

I think, to love me : even a fool's sweet fault.

I have your verse still beating in my head

Of how the swallow got a wing broken

In the spring time, and lay upon his side

Watching the rest fly off i' the red leaf-time,

And broke his heart with grieving at himself

Before the snow came. Do you know that lord

With sharp-set eyes? and him with huge thewed throat }
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Good friends to me ; I had need love them well.

Why do you look one way ? I will not have you

Keep your eyes here : 'tis no great wit in me

To care much now for old French friends of mine.

—

Come, a fresh measure ; come, play well for me,

Fair sirs, your playing puts life in foot and heart.

—

DARNLEY.

Lo you again, sirs, how she laughs and leans,

Holding him fast—the supple way she hath !

Your queen hath none such ; better as she is

For all her measures, a grave English maid.

Than queen of snakes and Scots.

RANDOLPH.

She is over fair

To be so sweet and hurt not. A good knight

;

Goodly to look on.

MURRAY.

Yea, a good sword too,

And of good kin ; too light of loving though

;

These jangling song-smiths are keen love-mongers,

They snap at all meats.

DARNLEY.

Wliat ! by God I think,

For all his soft French face and bright boy's sword,
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There be folks fairer : and for knightliness,

These hot-lipped brawls of Paris breed sweet knights

—

Mere stabbers for a laugh across the wine.

—

QUEEN.

There, I have danced you do^\^l for once, fair lord ;

You look pale now. Nay then for courtesy

I must needs help you ; do not bow your head,

I am tall enough to reach close under it.

\Kisses him.

Now come, we'll sit and see this passage through.

—

DARNLEY.

A courtesy, God help us ! courtesy

—

Pray God it wound not where it should heal wounds.

Why, there was here last year some lord of France

(Priest on the wrong side as some folk are prince)

Told tales of Paris ladies—nay, by God,

No jest for queen's lips to catch laughter of

That would keep clean ; I wot he made good mirth,

But she laughed over sweetly, and in such wise

—

Nay, I laughed too, but lothly.

—

QUEEN.

How they look !

The least thing courteous galls them to the bone.

What would one say now I were thinking of?
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CHASTELARD. «

It seems, some sweet thing.

QUEEN.

True, a sweet one, sir-

That madrigal you made Alys de Saulx

Of the three ways of love ; the first kiss honour,

The second pity, and the last kiss love.

Which think you now was that I kissed you with ?

CHASTELARD.

It should be pity, if you be pitiful

;

For I am past all honouring that keep

Outside the eye of battle, where my kin

Fallen overseas have found this many a day

No helm of mine between them ; and for love,

I think of that as dead men of good days

Ere the wrong side of death was theirs, when God
Was friends with them.

QUEEN.

Good ; call it pity then.

You have a subtle riddling skill at love

\Vhich is not like a lover. For my part,

I am tesolved to be well done with love.

Though I were fairer-faced than all the world
;

As there be fairer. Think you, fair my knight.

Love shall live after life in any man ?

I have given you stuff for riddles.
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CHASTELARD.

~"
Most sweet queen,

They say men dying remember, with sharp joy

And rapid reluctation of desire.

Some old thing, some swift breath of wind, some word,

Some sword-stroke or dead lute-strain, some lost sight,

Some sea-blossom stripped to the sun and burned

At naked ebb—some river-flower that breathes

Against the stream like a swooned swimmer's mouth

—

Some tear or laugh ere lip and eye were man's

—

Sweet stings that struck the blood in riding—nay,

Some garment or sky-colour or spice-smell.

And die with heart and face shut fast on it,

And know not why, and weep not ; it may be

Men shall hold love fast always in such wise

In new fair lives where all are new things else,

And know not why, and weep not.

QUEEN.

A right rhyme.

And right a rhyme's worth : nay, a sweet song, though.

What, shall my cousin hold fast that love of his,

Her face and talk, when life ends? as God grant

His life end late and sweet ; I love him well.

She is fair enough, his lover ; a fair-faced maid,

With grey sweet eyes and tender touch of talk
;

And that, (lod wot, I wist not. See you, sir,

Men say I needs must get wed hastily

;

Do none point lips at him ?
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CHASTELARD.

Yea, guessingly.

QUEEN.

God help such Hps ! and get me leave to laugh !

What should I do but paint and put him up

Like a gilt god, a saintship in a shrine,

For all fools' feast ? God's mercy on men's wits !

Tall as a housetop and as bare of brain

—

rU have no staffs with fool-faced carven heads

To hang my life on. Nay, for love, no more.

For fear I laugh and set their ey.es on edge

To find out why I laugh. Good night, fair lords
;

Bid them cease playing. Give me your hand
;
good

night.
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Scene III.

—

Mary Beaton's Chamber: night.

Enter Chastelard.

CHASTELARD.

I am not certain yet she will not come

;

For I can feel her hand's heat still in mine,

Past doubting of, and see her brows half drawn,

And half a light in the eyes. If she come not,

I am no worse than he that dies to-night.

This two years' patience gets an end at least,

Whichever way I am well done with it.

How hard the thin sweet moon is, split and laced

And latticed over, just a stray of it

Catching and clinging at a strip of wall,

Hardly a hand's breadth. Did she turn indeed

\\\ going out ? not to catch up her gown

The page let slip, but to keep sight of me ?

There was a soft small stir beneath her eyes

Hard to put on, a quivering of her blood

That knew of the old nights watched out wakefully.

Those measures of her dancing too were changed—

More swift and with more eager stops at M'hiles

And rapid pauses where breath failed her lips.
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Enter Mary Beaton.

O, she is come : if you be she indeed

Let me but hold your hand ; what, no word yet ?

You turn and kiss me without word ; O sweet,

If you will slay me be not over quick,

Kill me with some slow heavy kiss that plucks

The heart out at the lips. Alas ! sweet love,

Give me some old sweet word to kiss away.

Is it a jest ? for I can feel your hair

Touch me—I may embrace your body too ?

I know you well enough without sweet words.

How should one make you speak ? This is not she.

Come in the light ; nay, let me see your eyes.

Ah, you it is ? what have I done to you ?

And do you look now to be slain for this

That you twist back and shudder like one stabbed?

MARY BEATON.

Yea, kill me now and do not look at me

:

God knows I meant to die. Sir, for God's love

Kill me now quick ere I go mad with shame.

CHASTELARD.

Cling not upon my wrists : let go the hilt

:

Nay, you will bruise your hand with it : stand up

You shall not have my sword forth.
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MARY BEATON.

Kill me now,

I will not rise : there, I am patient, see,

I \\'ill not strive, but kill me for God's sake.

CHASTELARD.

Pray you rise up and be not shaken so :

Forgive me my rash words, my heart was gone

After the thing you were : be not ashamed
;

Give me the shame, you have no part in it

;

Can I not say a word shall do you good ?

Forgive that too.

MARY BEATON.

I shall run crazed with shame
;

But when I felt your lips catch hold on mine

It stopped my breath : I would have told you all
;

Let me go out ;
you see I lied to you.

And I am shamed ; I pray you loose me, sir,

Let me go out.

CHASTELARD.

Think no base things of me :

I were most base to let you go ashamed.

Think my heart's loye and honour go with you :

Yea, while I live, for your love's noble sake,
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I am your servant in what wise may be,

To love and serve you with right thankful heart.

MARY BEATON.

I have given men leave to mock me, and must bear

What shame they please : you have good cause to

mock.

Let me pass now.

CHASTELARD.

You know I mock you not.

If ever I leave off to honour you,

God give me shame ! I were the worst churl born.

MARY BEATON.

No marvel though the queen should love you too,

Being such a knight. I pray you for her love,

Lord Chastelard, of your great courtesy,

Think now no scorn to give me my last kiss

That I shall have of man before I die.

Even the same lips you kissed and knew not of

Will you kiss now, knowing the shame of them,

And say no one word to me afterwards,

That I may see I have loved the best lover

And man most courteous of all men alive ?

MARY SEYTON {withill).

Here, fetch the light : nay, this way ; enter all.
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MARY BEATON.

I am twice undone. Fly, get some hiding, sir

;

They have spied upon me somehow.

CHASTELARD.

Nay, fear not :

Stand by my side.

Euicr Mary Seyton and Mary Hamilton.

MARY HAMILTON.

Give me that Hght : this way.

CHASTELARD.

What jest is here, foir ladies? it walks late.

Something too late for laughing.

MARY SEYTON.

Nay, fair sir,

What jest is this of yours ? Look to your lady :

She is nigh swooned. The (^ueen shall know all this.

MARY HAMILTON.

.\ grievous shame it is we are fallen upon
;

Hold forth the light. Is this your care of us?

Nay, come, look up : this is no game, God wot.
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CHASTELARD.

Shame shall befell them that speak shamefully :

I swear this lady is as pure and good

As any maiden, and who believes me not

Shall keep the shame for his part and the lie.

To them that come in honour and not in hate

I will make answer. Lady, have good heart

Give me the light there : I will see you forth.

END OF THE FIRST ACT.





ACT 11.

DARNLEY.
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Scene I.

—

The great Chamber in Holyrood.

The Queen and Mary Seyton.

QUEEN.

But will you swear it ?

INIARY SEYTON.

Swear it, madam ?

QUEEN.

Ay-
Swear it.

MARY SEYTON.

Madam, I am not friends with them.

QUEEN.

Swear then against them if you are not friends.

MARY SEYTON.

Indeed I saw them kiss.
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QUEEN.

So lovers use

—

What, their mouths close ? a goodly way of love !

Or but the hands ? or on her throat ? Prithee

—

You have sworn that.

MARY SEYTON.

I say what I saw done.

QUEEN.

Ay, you did see her cheeks (God smite them red !)

Kissed either side ? what, they must eat strange food.

Those singing lips of his ?

MARY SEVTON.

Sweet meat enough

—

They started at my coming five yards off,

But there they were.

QUEEN.

A maid may have kissed cheeks

x\nd no shame in them—yet one would not swear.

You have sworn that. Pray God he be not mad :

A sickness in his eyes. The left side love

(I was told that) and the right courtesy.

'Tis good fools' fashion. What, no more but this }

For me, God knows I am no whit wroth ; not I
;
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But, for your fame's sake that her shame will sting,

I cannot see a way to pardon her

—

For your fame's sake, less that be prated of.

MARY SEYTON.

Nay, if she were not chaste—I have not said

She was not chaste.

QUEEN.

I know you are tender of her ;

And your sweet word will hardly turn her sweet.

MARY SEYTON.

Indeed I would fain do her any good.

Shall I not take some gracious word to her ?

QUEEN.

Bid her not come or wait on me to-day.

MARY SEYTON.

Will you see him ?

QUEEN.

See—O, this Chastelard ?

He doth not well to sing maids into shame
;

And folk are sharp here
;
yet for sweet friends' sake

Assuredly I'll see him. I am not wroth.

A goodly man, and a good sword thereto

—

It may be he shall wed her. I am not wrotli.
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MARY SEYTON.

Nay, though she bore with him, slie hath no great love,

I doubt me, that way.

QUEEN.

God mend all, I pray

—

And keep us from all wrongdoing and wild words.

I think there is no fault men fall u])on

But I could pardon. Look you, I would swear

She were no paramour for any man,

So well I love her.

MARY SEYTON.

Am I to bid him in ?

QUEEN.

As you will, sweet. But if you held me hard

You did me grievous wrong. Doth he wait there ?

Men call me over tender ; I had rather so,

Than too ungracious. Father, what with you ?

Enter Father Black.

FATHER HLACK.

God's peace and health of soul be with the queen !

And pardon be with me though I speak truth.

As I was going on peaceable men's wise
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Through your good town, desiring no man harm,

A kind of shameful woman with thiefs hps

Spake somewhat to me over a thrust-out chin,

SoUciting as I deemed an ahiis ; which ahns

(Remembering what was writ of Magdalen)

I gave not grudging but with pure good heart,

When lo some scurril children that lurked near,

Set there by Satan for my stumbling-stone,

Fell hooting with necks thwart and eyes asquint.

Screeched and made horns and shot out tongues

at me.

As at my Lord the Jews shot out their tongues

And made their heads wag ; I considering this

Took up my cross in patience and passed forth :

Nevertheless one ran between my feet

And made me totter, using speech and signs

I smart with shame to think of : then my blood

Kindled, and I was moved to smite the knave.

And the knave howled ; whereat the lewd whole herd

Brake forth upon me and cast mire arid stones

So that I ran sore risk of bruise or gash

If they had touched ; likewise I heard men say,

(Their foul speech missed not of mine ear) they cried,

" This devil's mass-priest hankers for new flesh

Like a dry hound ; let him seek such at home,

Snuff and smoke out the queen's French—

"

QUEEN.

They said that ?
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FATHER BLACK.

" —French paramours that breed more shames than

sons

All her court through ;" forgive me.

QUEEN.

With my heart.

Father, you see the hatefulness of these

—

They loathe us for our love. I am not moved :

What should I do being angry ? By this hand

(Which is not big enough to bruise their lips),

I marvel what thing should be done with me

To make me wTOth. We must have patience with us

When we seek thank of men,

FATHER BLACK.

Madam, farewell
;

I pray God keep you in such patient heart. \^Exit.

QUEEN.

Let him come now.

MARY SEVTON.

Madam, he is at hand. \Exit.

Enter Chastelard.

QUEEN.

Give me that broidery frame ; how, gone so soon ?
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No maid about ? Reach me some skein of silk.

What, are you come, fair lord ? Now by my life

That lives here idle, I am right glad of you
;

I have slept so well and sweet since yesternight

It seems our dancing put me in glad heart.

Did you sleep well ?

CHASTELARD.

Yea, as a man may sleep.

QUEEN.

You smile as if I jested ; do not men

Sleep as we do ? Had you fair dreams in the night ?

For me—but I should fret you with my dreams

—

I dreamed sweet things. You are good at sooth-

saying :

Make me a sonnet of my dream.

CHASTELARD.

I will.

When I shall know it.

QUEEN.

I thought I was asleep

In Paris, lying by my lord, and knew

In somewise he was well awake, and yet

I could not wake too ; and I seemed to know

He hated me, and the least breath I made

Would turn somehow to slay or stifle me.

K
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Then in brief time he rose and went away,

Saying, Let her dream, but when her dream is out

I will come back and kill her as she wakes.

And I lay sick and trembUng with sore fear,

And still I knew that I was deep asleep
;

And thinking I must dream now, or I die,

God send me some good dream lest I be slain,

Fell fancying one had bound my feet with cords

And bade me dance, and the first measure made

I fell upon my face and wept for pain :

And my cords broke, and I began the dance

To a bitter tune ; and he that danced with me

Was clothed in black with long red lines and bars

And masked down to the lips, but by the chin

I knew you though your lips were sewn up close

With scarlet thread all dabbled wet in blood.

And then I knew the dream was not for good.

And striving with sore travail to reach up

And kiss you (you were taller in my dream)

I missed your lips and woke.

CHASTELARD.

Sweet dreams, you said ?

An evil dream I hold it for, sweet love.

QUEEN.

You call love sweet ; yea, what is bitter, then ?

There's nothing broken sleep could hit upon

So bitter as the breaking down of love.
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You call me sweet ; I am not sweet to you,

Nor you—O, I would say not sweet to me,

And if I said so I should hardly lie.

But there have been those things between us, sir,

That men call sweet.

CHASTELARD.

I know not how There is

Turns to There hath been ; 'tis a heavier change

Than change of flesh to dust. Yet though years change

And good things end and evil things grow great,

The old love that was, or that was dreamed about.

That sang and kissed and wept upon itself,

Laughed and ran mad with love of its own face,

That was a sweet thing.

QUEEN-

Nay, I know not well.

'Tis when the man is held fast underground

They say for sooth what manner of heart he had.

We are alive, and cannot be well sure

If we loved much or little : think you not

It were convenient one of us should die ?

CHASTELARD.

Madam, your speech is harsh to understand.

QUEEN.

Why, there could come no change tlien ; one of us

Would never need to fear our love might turn

E 2
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To the sad thing that it may grow to be.

I would sometimes all things were dead asleep

That I have loved, all buried in soft beds

And sealed with dreams and visions, and each dawn

Sung to by sorrows, and all night assuaged

By short sweet kisses and by sweet long loves

For old life's sake, lest weeping overmuch

Should wake them in a strange new time, and arm

Memory's blind hand to kill forgetfulness.

CHASTELARD.

Look, you dream still, and sadly.

QUEEN.

Sooth, a dream
;

For such things died or lied in sweet love's face.

And I forget them not, God help my wit

!

I would the whole world were made up of sleep

And life not fashioned out of lies and loves.

We foolish women have such times, you know,

When we are weary or afraid or sick

For perfect nothing.

CHASTELARD {aside).

Now would one be fain

To know what bitter or what dangerous thing

She thinks of, softly chafing her soft lip.

She must mean evil.
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QUEEN.

Are you sad too, sir,

That you say nothing ?

CHASTELARD.

I ? not sad a jot

—

Though this your talk might make a bUthe man sad.

QUEEN.

me ! I must not let stray sorrows out

;

They are ill to fledge, and if they feel blithe air

They wail and chirp- untunefuUy, Would God

1 had been a man ! when I was born, men say.

My father turned his face and wept to think

I was no man.

CHASTELARD.

Will you weep too ?

QUEEN.

In sooth,

If I were man I should be no base man
;

I could have fought
;
yea, I could fight now too

If men would shew me ; I would I were the king !

I should be all ways better than I an^

CHASTELARD,

Nay, would you have more honour, having this

—

Men's hearts and loves and the sweet spoil of souls
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Given you like simple gold to bind your hair ?

Say you were king of thews, not queen of souls,

An iron headpiece hammered to a head,

You might fail too.

QUEEN.

No, then I would not fail,

Or God should make me woman back again.

To be King James—you hear men say King "j^ames,

The word sounds like a piece of gold thrown down,

Rings with a round and royal note in it

—

A name to write good record of ; this king

Fought here and there, was beaten such a day.

And came at last to a good end, his life

Being all lived out, and for the main part well

And like a king's life ; then to have men say

(As now they say of Flodden, here they broke

And there they held up to the end) years back

They saw you

—

yea, I saw the king'sface helmed

Red in the- hot litforeground of somefight

Hold the whole war as it were by the bit, a horse

Fitfor his knees' grip—the great rearing war

Thatfrothed with lipsflung up, and shook metis lives

Off citherflank of it like sno^w; I saw

( You could not hear as his sword rang), saw him

Shout, laugh, smite straight, andflaw the liven ranks,

Move as the wind tnoz'es, and his horse'sfeet

Stripe their longflags with dust. Why, if one died,

To die so in the heart and heat of war

\Vere a much goodlier thing than living soft
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And speaking sweet for fear of men. Woe's me,

Is there no way to pluck this body off?

Then I should never fear a man again,

Even in my dreams I should not \ no, by heaven.

CHASTELARD.

I never thought you did fear anything.

QUEEN.

God knows I do ; I could be sick with wrath

To think what grievous fear I have 'twixt whiles

Of mine own self and of base men : last night

If certain lords were glancing where I was

Under the eyelid, with sharp lip and brow,

I tell you, for pure shame and fear of them,

I could have gone and slain them.

CHASTELARD.

Verily,

You are changed since those good days that fell in

France
;

But yet I think you are not so changed at heart

As to fear man.

QUEEN.

I would I had no need.

Lend me your sword a little ; a fair sword
;

I see the fingers that I hold it with

Clear in the blade, bright pink, the shell-colour,
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Brighter than flesh is really, curved all round.

Now men would mock if I should wear it here,

Bound under bosom with a girdle, here,

And yet I have heart enough to wear it well.

Speak to me like a woman, let me see

If I can play at man.

CHASTELARD,

God save King James !

QUEEN.

Would you could change now ! Fie, this will not do

;

Unclasp your sword ; nay, the hilt hurts my side
;

It sticks fast here. Unbind this knot for me :

Stoop, and you'll see it closer ; thank you : there.

Now I can breathe, sir. Ah ! it hurts me, though :

This was fool's play.

CHASTELARD.

Yea, you are better so,

Without the sword
;
your eyes are stronger things,

Whether to save or slay.

QUEEN.

Alas, my side !

It hurts right sorely. Is it not pitiful

Our souls should be so bound about with flesh

Even when they leap and smite with wings and feet,
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The least pain plucks them back, puts out their eyes,

Turns them to tears and words? Ah my sweet

knight,

You have the better of us that weave and weep

While the blithe battle blows upon your eyes

Like rain and wind
;
yet I remember too

When this last year the fight at Corrichie

Reddened the rushes with stained fen-water,

I rode with my good men and took delight.

Feeling the sweet clear wind upon my eyes

And rainy soft smells blown upon my face

In riding : then the great fight jarred and joined,

And the sound stung me right through heart and all

;

For I was here, see, gazing off the hills,

In the wet air ; our housings were all wet,

And not a plume stood stiffly past the ear

But flapped between the bridle and the neck
;

And under us we saw the battle go

Like running water ; I could see by fits

Some helm the rain fell shining off, some flag

Snap from the staff, shorn through or broken short

In the man's falling : yea, one seemed to catch

The very grasp of tumbled men at men.

Teeth clenched in throats, hands riveted in hair.

Tearing the life out with no help of swords.

And all the clamour seemed to shine, the light

Seemed to shout as a man doth ; twice I laughed

—

I tell you, twice my heart swelled out with thirst

To be into the battle ; see, fair lord,

I swear it seemed I might have made a knight.



58 CHASTELARD. [act li.

And yet the simple bracing of a belt

Makes me cry out ; this is too pitiful,

This dusty half of us made up with fears.

—

Have you been ever quite so glad to fight

As I have thought men must ? pray you, speak truth.

CHASTELARD.

Yea, when the time came, there caught bold of me
Such pleasure in the head and hands and blood

As may be kindled under loving lips :

Crossing the ferry once to the Clerks' Field,

I mind me how the plashing noise of Seine

Put fire into my face for joy, and how
My blood kept measure with the swinging boat

Till we touched land, all for the sake of that

A\Tiich should be soon.

QUEEN.

Her name, for God's love, sir
;

You slew your friend for love's sake ? nay, the name.

CHASTELARD.

Faith, I forget.

QUEEN.

Now by the faith I have

You have no faith to swear by.

CHASTELARD.

A good sword :

^^'e left him quiet after a thrust or twain.
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QUEEN.

I would I had been at hand and marked them off

As the maids did when we played singing games :

You outwent me at rhyming ; but for faith,

We fight best there. I would I had seen you fight.

CHASTELARD.

I would you had ; his play was worth an eye ;

He made some gallant way before that pass

Which made me way through him.

QUEEN.

Would I saw that

—

How did you slay him ?

CHASTELARD.

A clean pass—this way ;

Right in the side here, where the blood has root.

His wrist went round in pushing, see you, thus,

Or he had pierced me.

QUEEN.

Yea, I see, sweet knight,

I have a mind to love you for his sake
;

Would I had seen.

CHASTELARD.

Hugues de Marsillac

—
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I have the name now ; 'twas a goodly one

Before he changed it for a dusty name.

QUEEN.

Talk not of death ; I would hear living talk

Of good live swords and good strokes struck withal,

Brave battles and the mirth of mingling men,

Not of cold names you greet a dead man with.

You are yet young for fighting ; but in fight

Have you never caught a wound ?

CHASTELARD.

Yea, twice or so

The first time in a little outlying field

(My first field) at the sleepy grey of dawn,

They found us drowsy, fumbling at our girths,

And rode us down by heaps ; I took a hurt

Here in the shoulder.

QUEEN.

Ah, I mind well now
;

Did you not ride a day's space "afterward,

Having two wounds ? yea, Dandelot it was,

That Dandelot took word of it. I know,

Sitting at meat when the news came to us

I had nigh swooned but for those Florence eyes

Slanting my way with sleek lids drawn up close

—

Yea, and she said, the Italian brokeress,

She said such men were good for great queens' love.

I would you might die, when you come to die.
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Like a knight slain. Pray God we make good ends.

For love too, love dies hard or easily,

But some way dies on some day, ere we die.

CHASTELARD.

You made a song once of old flowers and loves,

Will you not sing that rather ? 'tis long gone

Since you sang last.

QUEEN.

I had rather sigh than sing

And sleep than sigh ; 'tis long since verily,

But I will once more sing ; ay, thus it was. \Sings.

I.

J^ai vu fafier Men des choses,

Maintefentile allei' au vent.

En songeant aux vieilles roses,

fat pleure souvent.

Vois-tii dans les roses mortes

Amour qui sourit cache ?

O mon a??iant, a nos partes

L'as-tu vu couchc ?

3-

As-tu vujamais au monde

Venus chasser et courir ?

Fille de Ponde, avec Ponde

Doit-elle mourir ?
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4-

Aux Jours de neige et de givre

L'amoiir s^cffeuille et ^endort

;

Avcc viai doit-il 7'evivre,

Oil Men est-il mort ?

5

Qui salt oil s'en vont les roses ?

Qui salt oil s'en va le vent ?

En songeant a telles choses,

J'aipleure souvent.

I never heard yet but love made good knights,

But for pure faith, by Mary's holiness,

I think she lies about men's lips asleep,

And if one kiss or pluck her by the hand

To wake her, why God help your woman's wit,

Faith is but dead ; dig her grave deep at heart.

And hide her face with cerecloths ; farewell faith.

Would I could tell why I talk idly. Look,

Here come my riddle-readers. Welcome all

;

Enter Murray, Darnlev, Randolph, Lindsay,

Morton, and other Lords.

Sirs, be right welcome. Stand you by my side.

Fair cousin, I must lean on love or fall
;

You are a goodly staff, sir ; tall enough,

And fair enough to serve. My gentle lords,
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I am full glad of God that in great grace

He hath given me such a lordly stay as this
;

There is no better friended queen alive.

For the repealing of those banished men
That stand in peril yet of last year's fault,

It is our will
;
you have our seal to that.

Brother, we hear harsh bruits of bad report

Blown up and down about our almoner
;

See you to this : let him be sought into :

They say lewd folk make ballads of their spleen,

Strew miry ways of words with talk of him
;

If they have cause let him be spoken with.

LINDSAY.

Madam, they charge him with so rank a life

Were it not well this fellow were plucked out

—

Seeing this is not an eye that doth offend,

But a blurred glass it were no harm to break
;

Yea rather it were gracious to be done?

QUEEN.

Let him be weighed, and use him as he is
;

I am of my nature pitiful, ye know.

And cannot turn my love unto a thorn

In so brief space. Ye are all most virtuous
;

Yea, there is goodness grafted on this land
;

But yet compassion is some part of God.

There is much heavier business held on hand

Than one man's goodness : yea, as things fare here.
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A matter worth more weighing. x\ll you wot

I am to choose a help to my weak feet,

A lamp before my face, a lord and friend

To walk with me in weary ways, high up

Between the wind and rain and the hot sun.

Now I have chosen a helper to myself,

I wot the best a woman ever won
;

A man that loves me, and a royal man,

A goodly love and lord for any queen.

But for the peril and despite of men

I have sometime tarried and withheld myself,

Not fearful of his worthiness nor you.

But with some lady's loathing to let out

My whole heart's love ; for truly this is hard,

Not like a woman's fashion, shamefacedness

And noble grave reluctance of herself

To be the tongue and cry of her own heart.

Nathless plain speech is better than much wit,

So ye shall bear with me ; albeit I think

Ye have caught the mark whereat my heart is bent.

I have kept close counsel and shut up men's lips.

But lightly shall a woman's will slip out,

The foolish little winged will of her.

Through cheek or eye when tongue is charmed asleep.

For that good lord I have good will to wed,

I wot he knew long since which way it flew.

Even till it lit on his right wrist and sang.

Lo, here I take him by the hand : fair lords.

This is my kinsman, made of mine own blood,

I take to halve the state and services
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That bow down to me, and to be my head,

My chief, my master, my sweet lord and king.

Now shall I never say " sweet cousin " more

To my dear head and husband ; here, fair sir,

I give you all the heart of love in me

To gather off' my lips. Did it like you,

The taste of it ? sir, it was whole and true.

God save our king !

DARNLEY.

Nay, nay, sweet love, no lord
;

No king of yours though I were lord of these.

QUEEN.

Let word be sent to all good friends of ours

To help us to be glad ; England and France

Shall bear great part of our rejoicings up.

Give me your hand, dear lord ; for from this time

I must not walk alone. Lords, have good cheer:

For you shall have a better face than mine

To set upon your kingly gold and shew

For Scotland's forehead in the van of things.

Go with us now, and see this news set out.

[^^T/^/// Queen, Darnley, (i-//^/ Lords.

As Chastelard is going out^ enter Mary Beaton.

MARY BEATON.

Have you yet heard ? You knew of this ?
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CHASTELARD.

I know.

I was just thinking how such things were made

And were so fair as this is. Do you know

She held me here and talked—the most sweet talk

Men ever heard of?

MARY BEATON.

You hate me to the heart.

What will you do ?

CHASTELARD.

I know not: die some day,

But live as long and lightly as I can.

Will you now love me ? faith, but if you do,

It were much better you were dead and hearsed.

Will you do one thing for me ?

MARY BEATON.

Yea, all things.

CHASTELARD.

Speak truth a little, lor God's sake: indeed

It were no harm to do. Come, will you, sweet ?

Though it be but to please God.

MARY BEATON.

What will you do ?
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CHASTELARD.

Ay, true, I must do somewhat. Let me see :

To get between and tread upon his face

—

Catch both her hands and bid men look at them,

How pure they were—I would do none of these,

Though they got wedded all the days in the year.

We may do well yet when all's come and gone.

I pray you on this wedding night of theirs

Do but one thing that I shall ask of you,

And Darnley will not hunger as I shall

For that good time. Sweet, will you swear me tliis ?

MARY BEATON.

Yea ; though to do it were mortal to my soul

As the chief sin.

CHASTELARD,

I thank you : let us go.

END OF THE SECOND ACT.

F 2





ACT III.

THE QUEEN.
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Scene I.

—

The Queen's Chamber. Night.

Lights burning in front of t/w bed.

Enter Chastelard and Mary Beaton.

MARY BEATON.

Be tender of your feet.

CHASTELARD.

I shall not fail

:

These ways have liglit enough to help a man

That walks with such stirred blood in him as mine.

MARY BEATON.

1 would yet plead with you to save your head:

Nay, let this be then: sir, I chide you not.

Nay, let all come. Do not abide her yet.

CHASTELARD.
^~

Have you read never in French books the song

Called the Duke's Song, some boy made ages back,

A song of drag-nets hauled across thwart seas

And plucked up with rent sides, and caught therein

A strange-haired woman with sad singing lips.

Cold in the cheek like any stray of sea.
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And sweet to touch ? so that men seeing her face,

And how she sighed out Uttle Ahs of pain

And soft cries sobbing sideways from her mouth,

Fell in hot love, and having lain with her

Died soon ? one time I could have told it through

:

Now I have kissed the sea-witch on her eyes

And my lips ache with it: but I shall sleep

Full soon, and a good space of sleep.

MARY BEATON.

Alas!

CHASTELARD.

What makes you sigh though I be found a fool ?

You have no blame: and for my death, sweet friend,

I never could have lived long either way.

Why, as I live, the joy I have of this

Would make men mad that were not mad with love
;

I hear my blood sing, and my lifted heart

Is like a springing water blown of wind

For pleasure of this deed. Now, in God's name,

I swear if there be danger in delight

I must die now : if joys have deadly teeth,

I'll have them bite my soul to death, and end

In the old asp's way, Egyptian-wise ; be killed

In a royal purple fashion. Look, my love

Would kill me if my body were past hurt

Of any man's hand ; and to die thereof,

I say, is sweeter than all sorts of life.

I would not have her love me now, for then
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I should die meanlier some time. I am safe,
,

Sure of her face, my life's end in her sight.

My blood shed out about her feet— by God,

My heart feels drunken when I think of it.

See you, she will not rid herself of me,

Not though she slay me : her sweet lips and life

Will smell of my spilt blood.

MARY BEATON.

Give me good night.

CHASTELARD.

Yea, and good thanks. {Exit Mary Beaton.

Here is the very place :

Here has her body bowed the pillows in

And here her head thrust under made the sheet

Smell soft of her mixed hair and spice : even here

Her arms pushed back the coverlet, pulled here

The golden silken curtain halfway in

It may be, and made room to lean out loose,

Fair tender fallen arms. Now, if God would,

Doubtless he might take pity on my soul

To give me three clear hours, and then red hell

Snare me for ever : this were merciful :

If I were God now I should do thus much,

I must die next, and this were not so hard

For him to let me eat sweet fruit and die

With my lips sweet from it. For one shall have

This fare for common days'-bread, which to me

Should be a touch kept always on my sense
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To make hell soft, yea, the keen pain of hell

Soft as the loosening of wound arms in sleep.

Ah, love is good, and the worst part of it

More than all things but death. She will be here

In some small while, and see me face to face

That am to give up life for her and go

AMiere a man lies with all his loves put out

And his lips full of earth. I think on her,

And the old pleasure stings and makes half-tears

Under mine eyelids. Prithee, love, come fast,

That I may die soon
;
yea, some kisses through,

I shall die joyfully enough, so God

Keep me alive till then. I feel her feet

Coming far off; now must I hold my heart.

Steadying my blood to see her patiently.

[Hides himself by the bed.

Enter the Queen and Darnlev.

QUEEN.

Nay, now go back : I have sent oft" my folk,

Maries and all. Pray you, let be my hair
;

I cannot twist the gold thread out of it

That you wound in so close. Look, here it clings :

Ah ! now you mar my hair unwinding it.

Do me no hurt, sir.

DARNLEV.

I would do you ease
;

Let me stay here.
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QUEEN.

Nay, will you go, my lord ?

DARNLEY,

Eh ? would you use me as a girl does fruit.

Touched with her mouth and pulled away for game

To look thereon ere her lips feed ? but see,

By God, I fare the worse for you.

QUEEN.

Fair sir,

(iive me this hour to watch Avith and say prayers

You have not faith— it needs me to say prayers,

That with commending of this deed to God

I may get grace for it.

DARNLEY.

Why, lacks it grace ?

Is not all wedlock gracious of itself?

QUEEN.

Nay, that I know not of Come, sweet, be hence,

DARNLEY.

You have a sort of jewel in your neck

That's like niine here.
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QUEEN,

Keep off your hands and go :

You have no courtesy to be a king.

DARN LEY.

Well, I will go : nay, but I thwart you not.

Do as you will, and get you grace ; farewell,

And for my part, grace keep this watch with me !

For I need grace to bear with you so much. \_Exif.

QUEEN.

So, he is forth. Let me behold myself

;

I am too pale to be so hot ; I marvel

So little colour should be bold in the face

When the blood is not quieted. I have

But a brief space to cool my thoughts upon.

If one should wear the hair thus heaped and curled

Would it look best ? or this way in the neck ?

Could one ungirdle in such wise one's heart

[ Taking off her girdle.

And ease it inwards as the waist is eased

Ky slackening of the slid clasp on it

!

How soft the silk is—gracious colour too
;

Violet shadows like new veins thrown up

Each arm, and gold to fleck the faint sweet green

Where the wrist lies thus eased. I am right glad

I have no maids about to hasten me -

So I will rest and see my hair shed down
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On either silk side of my woven sleeves,

Get some new way to bind it back with—yea,

Fair mirror-glass, I am well ware of you,

Yea, I know that, I am quite beautiful.

How my hair shines !—Fair face, be friends with me
And I will sing to you ; look in my face

Now, and your mouth must help the song in mine.

Alys la cJuitcIaine

Voit venir de par Seine

Thicbault le capitaine

Qitipark ai?isi

:

AVas that the wind in the casement ? nay, no more

But the comb drawn through half my hissing hair

Laid on my arms—yet my flesh moved at it.

Dans ma camaille

Plus de clou qui vaille,

Dans ?na cotte-maille

Plus defer aussi.

Ah, but I wrong the ballad-verse : what's good

In such frayed fringes of old rhymes, to make

Their broken burden lag with us ? meseems

I could be sad now if I fell to think

The least sad thing ; aye, that sweet lady's fool,

Fool sorrow, would make merry with mine eyes

For a small thing. Nay, but I will keep glad,

Nor shall old sorrow be false friends with me.
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But my first wedding was not like to this

—

Fair faces then and laughter and sweet game,

And a pale little mouth that clung on mine

When I had kissed him by the faded eyes

And either thin cheek beating with faint blood.

Well, he was sure to die soon ; I do think

He would have given his body to be slain,

Having embraced my body. Now, God knows,

I have no man to do as much for me

As give me but a little of his blood

To fill my beauty from, though I go down

Pale to my grave for want—I think not. Pale

—

I am too pale surely—Ah !

\Sees him in the glass, comingforwai J.

CHASTELARD,

Be not afraid.

QUEEN.

Saint Mary ! what a shaken wit have I !

Nay, is it you ? who let you through the doors ?

Where be my maidens ? which way got you in ?

Nay, but stand up, kiss not my hands so hard
;

By God's fair body, if you but breathe on them

You arc just dead and slain at once. What adder

Has bit you mirthful mad ? for by this light

A man to have his head laughed off for mirtli

Is no great jest. Lay not your eyes on me ;

What, would you not be slain ?
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CHASTELARD.

I pray you, madain,

Bear with me a brief space and let me speak.

I will not touch your garments even, nor speak

But in soft wise, and look some other way,

If that it like you ; for I came not here

For pleasure of the eyes
;

yet, if you will,

Let me look on you.

QUEEN.

As you will, fair sir.

Give me that coif to gather in my hair

—

I thank you—and my girdle—nay, that side.

Speak, if you will : yet if you will be gone.

Why, you shall go, because I hate you not.

You know that I might slay you with my lips,

With calling out ? but I will hold my peace.

CHASTELARD.

Yea, do some while. I had a thing to say
;

I know not wholly what thing. O my sweet,

I am come here to take farewell of love

That I have served, and life that I have lived

Made up of love, here in the sight of you

That all my life's time I loved more than God,

^Vho quits me thus with bitter death for it.

For you well know that I must shortly die,

My life being w^ound about you as it is,

Who love me not
;
yet do not hate me, sweet.

But tell me wherein I came short of love
;



8o CHASTELARD. [act hi.

For doubtless I came short of a just love,

And fell in some fool's fault that angered you.

Now that I talk men dig my grave for me
Out in the rain, and in a little while

I shall be thrust in some sad space of earth

Out of your eyes ; and you, O you my love,

A newly-wedded lady full of mirth

And a queen girt with all good people's love,

You shall be fair and merry in all your days.

Is this so much for me to have of you ?

Do but speak, sweet : I know these are no words

A man should say though he were now to die,

But I am as a child for love, and have

No strength at heart
;

yea, I am afraid to die.

For the harsh dust will lie upon my face

Too thick to see you past. Look how I love you
;

I did so love you always, that your face

Seen through my sleep has wrung mine eyes to tears

For pure delight in you. Why do you thus ?

You answer not, but your lips curl in twain

And your face moves ; there, I shall make you weep

And be a coward too ; it were much best

I should be slain.

QUEEN.

Yea, best such folk were slain
;

AVhy should they live to cozen fools with lies ?

You would swear now you have used me faithfully
;

Shall I not make you swear ? I am ware of you

:

You wilUnot do it ; nay, for the fear of God
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You will not SA^ear. Come, I am merciful

;

God made a foolish woman, making me,

And I have loved your mistress with whole heart
;

Say you do love her, you shall marry her

And she give thanks : yet I could wish your love

Had not so lightly chosen forth a face
;

For your fair sake, because I hate you not.

CHASTELARD.

What is to say ? why, you do surely know

That since my days were counted for a man's

I have loved you
;
yea, how past help and sense.

Whatever thing was bitter to my love,

I have loved you ; how when I rode in war

Your face went floated in among men's helms,

Your voice went through the shriek of slipping swords

Yea, and I never have loved women well,

Seeing always in my sight I had your lips

Curled over, red and sweet ; and the soft space

Of carven brows, and splendour of great throat

Swayed lily-wise: what pleasure should one have

To wind his arms about a lesser love ?

I have seen you ; why, this were joy enough

For God's eyes up in heaven, only to see

And to come never nearer than [ am.

Why, it was in my flesh, my bone and blood,

Bound in my brain, to love you
;
yea, and ^vrit

All my heart over: if I would lie to you

I doubt I could not lie. Ah, you see now,

G
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You know now well enough
;
yea, there, sweet love,

Let me kiss there.

QUEEN.

I love you best of them.

Clasp me quite round till your lips cleave on mine,

False mine, that did you ^^Tong. Forgive them dearly,

As you are sweet to them ; for by love's love

I am not that evil woman in my heart

That laughs at a rent faith. O Chastelard,

Since this was broken to me of your new love

1 have not seen the face of a sweet hour.

Nay, if there be no pardon in a man.

What shall a woman have for loving him ?

Pardon me, sweet.

CHASTELARD.

Yea, so I pardon you.

And this side now ; the first way. Would God please

To slay me so ! who knows how he might please?

Now I am thinking; if you know it not.

How I might kill you, kiss your breath clean out,

And take your soul to bring mine through to God

That our two souls might close and be one twain

Or a twain one, and God himself want skill

To set us either severally apart.

O, you must overlive me many years,

And many years my soul be in waste hell
;

But when some time God can no more refrain

To lay death like a kiss across your lips,



SCENE I.] CHASTELARD. 83

And great lords bear you clothed with funeral things,

And your crown girded over deadly brows,

Then after all your happy reach of life

For pity you shall touch me with your eyes,

Remembering love was fellow with my flesh

Here in sweet earth, and make me well of love

And heal my many years with pileousness.

QUEEN.

You talk too sadly and too feignedly.

CHASTELARD.

Too sad, but not too feigned ; I am sad

That I shall die here without feigning thus
;

And without feigning I were fain to live.

QUEEN.

Alas, you will be taken presently

And then you are but dead. Pray you get hence.

CHASTELARD.

I will not.

QUEEN.

Nay, for God's love be away
;

You will be slain and I get shame. God's mercy !

You were stark mad to come here ; kiss me, sweet.

Oh, I do love you more than all men ! yea,

Take my lips to you, close mine eyes up fast,

So you leave hold a little : there, for pity,

G 2
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Abide now, and to-morrow come to me.

Nay, lest one see red kisses in my throat

—

Dear God ! what shall I give you to be gone ?

CHASTELARD.

I will not go. Look, here's full night grown up
;

Why should I seek to sleep away from here ?

The place is soft and the lights burn for sleep
;

Be not you moved ; I shall lie well enough.

QUEEN.

You are utterly undone. Sweet, by my life.

You shall be saved with taking ship at once.

For if you stay this foolish love's hour out

There is not ten days' likely life in you.

This is no choice.

CHASTELARD.

Nay, for I will not go.

QUEEN.

Oh me ! this is that Bayard's blood of yours

That makes you mad
;
yea, and you shall not stay.

I do not understand. Mind, you must die.

Alas, poor lord, you have no sense of me
;

I shall be deadly to you.

CHASTELARD.

Yea, I saw that

;

But I saw not that when my death's day caine

You could be quite so sweet to me.
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QUEEN.

My love !

If I could kiss my heart's root out on you

You would taste love hid at the core of me.

CHASTELARD.

Kiss me twice more. This beautiful bowed head

That has such hair with kissing ripples in

And shivering soft eyelashes and brows

With fluttered blood ; but laugh a little, sweetly,

That I may see your sad mouth's laughing look

I have used sweet hours in seeing. O, will you weep ?

I ])ray you do not weep.

QUEEN.

Nay, dear, I have

No tears in me ; I never shall Aveep much,

I think, in all my life : I have wept for wrath

Sometimes and for mere pain, but for love's pity

I cannot weep at all. I would to God

You loved me less ; I give you all I can

For all this love of yours, and yet I am sure

I shall live out the sorrow of your death

And be glad afterwards. You know I am sorry.

I should Aveep now ; forgive me for your part,

God made me hard, I think. Alas, you see

I had fain been other than I am.
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CHASTELARD.

Yea, love.

Comfort your heart. What way am I to die?

QUEEN.

Ah, will you go yet, sweet?

CHASTELARD.

No, by God's body.

You will not see ? how shall I make you see ?

Look, it may be love was a sort of curse

Made for my plague and mixed up with my days

SomeAvise in their beginning ; or indeed

A bitter birth begotten of sad stars

At mine own body's birth, that heaven might make

My life taste sharp where other men drank sweet

;

But whether in heavy body or broken soul,

I know it must go on to be my death.

There was the matter of my fate in me

When I was fashioned first, and given such life

As goes with a sad end ; no fault but God's.

Yea, and for all this I am not penitent :

You see I am perfect in these sins of mine,

I have my sins writ in a book to read
;

Now I shall die and be well done with this.

But I am sure you cannot see such things,

God knows I blame you not.
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QUEEN.

What shall be said ?

You know most well that I am sorrowful.

But you should chide me. Sweet, you have seen fair

wars,

Have seen men slain and ridden red in them
;

Why will you die a chamberer's death like this ?

What, shall no praise be written of my knight,

For my fame's sake ?

CHASTELARD.

Nay, no great praise, I think
;

I will no more ; what should I do with death,

Though I died goodly out of sight of you ?

I have gone once : here am I set now, sweet.

Till the end come. That is your husband, hark,

He knocks at the outer door. Kiss me just once.

You know now all you have to say. Nay, love,

Let him come quickly.

Enter Darnley, and afterwards the Maries.

DARNLEY.

Yea, what thing is here ?

Ay, this was what the doors shut fast upon

—

Ay, trust you to be fast at prayer, my sweet ?

By God I have a mind
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CHASTELARD.

^V]^at mind then, sir?

A liar's lewd mind, to coin sins for jest,

Because you take me in such wise as this ?

Look you, I have to die soon, and I swear,

That am no liar but a free knight and lord,

I shall die clear of any sin to you.

Save that I came for no good will of mine
;

I am no carle, I play fair games with faith.

And by mine honour for my sake I swear

I say but truth ; for no man's sake save mine,

J.est I die shamed. Madam, I pray you say

I am no liar
;
you know me what I am,

A sinful man and shortly to be slain,

That in a simple insolence of love

Have stained with a fool's eyes your holy hours

And with a fool's words put your pity out

;

Nathless you know if I be liar or no,

Wherefore for God's sake give me grace to swear

(Yea, for mme too) how past all praise you are

And stainless of all shame ; and how all men

Lie, saying you are not most good and innocent,

Yea, tlie one thing good as God.

DARNLEY.

O sir, we know

You can swear well, being taken
;
you fair French

Dare swallow God's name for a lewd love-sake

As it were water. Nay, we know, we know
;
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Save your sweet breath now lest you lack it soon
;

We are simple, we ; we have not heard of you.

Madam, by God you are well shamed in him :

Ay, trust you to be fingering in one's face,

Play with one's neck-chain ? ah, your maiden's man,

A relic of your people's !

CHASTELARD.

Hold your peace,

Or I will set an edge on your own lie

Shall scar yourself. Madam, have out your guard ;

'Tis time I were got hence.

QUEEN.

Sweet Hamilton,

Hold you my hand and help me to sit down.

Henry, I am beaten from my wits

—

Let me have time and live ; call out my people

—

Bring forth some amied guard to lay hold on him
;

But see no man be slain. Sirs, hide your swords ;

1 will not have men slain.

DARNLEY.

What, is this true?

Call the queen's people—help the queen there, you-

Ho, sirs, come in.
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Enter some 7i<ith the Guard.

QUEEN.

Lay hold upon that man
;

Bear him away, but see he have no hurt.

CHASTELARD.

Into your hands I render up myself

With a free heart ; deal with me how you list,

But courteously, I pray you. Take my sword.

Farewell, great queen ; the sweetness in your look

Makes life look bitter on me. Farewell, sirs.

\Hc is taken out.

DARN LEV.

Yea, pluck him forth, and have him hanged by dawn ;

He shall find bed enow to sleep. God's love !

That such a knave should be a knight like this !

QUEEN.

Sir, ])eace awhile ; this shall be as I please
;

Take i)atience to you. Lords, I pray you see

All be done goodly ; look they WTong him not.

Carmichael, you shall sleep with me to-night
;

I am sorely shaken, even to the heart Fair lords,

I thank you for your care. Sweet, stay by me.

END OF THE THIRD .KCY.



ACT IV.

MURRA Y.
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Scene I.

—

The Queen's Lodging at St. Andrew's.

The Queen and thefour Maries.

QUEEN.

Why will you break my heart with praying to me ?

You Seyton, you Carmichael, you have wits,

You are not all run to tears
;
you do not think

It is my wrath or will that whets this axe

Against his neck ?

MARY SEYTON.

Nay, these three weeks agone

I said the queen's wrath was not sharp enough

To shear a neck.

QUEEN.

Sweet, and you did me right,

And look you, what my mercy bears to fruit,

Danger and deadly speech and a fresh fault

Before the first was cool in people's lips
;

A goodly mercy : and I wash hands of it.

—

Speak you, there ; have you ever found me sharp ?

You weep and whisper with sloped necks and heads

Like two sick birds ; do you think shame of me ?
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Nay, I thank God none can think sliame of me
;

But am I bitter, think you, to men's faults ?

1 think I am too merciful, too meek :

Why if I could I would yet save this man
;

'Tis just boy's madness ; a soft stripe or two

Would do to scourge the fault in his French blood.

I would fain let him go. You, Hamilton,

You have a heart thewed harder than my heart
;

When mine would threat it sighs, and wrath in it

Has a bird's flight and station, starves before

It can well feed or fly : my pulse of wrath

Sounds tender as the running down of tears.

You are the hardest woman I have known.

Your blood has frost and cruel gall in it.

You hold men off with bitter lips and eyes

—

Such maidens should serve England ; now, pcrfa}-,

I doubt you would have got him slain at once.

Come, would you not ? come, would you let him live ?

MARY HAMILTON.

Yes— I think yes ; I cannot tell ; maybe

1 would have seen him punished.

QUEEN.

Look you now,

There's maiden mercy ; I would have him live

—

For all my wifehood maybe I weep too :

Here's a mere maiden falls to slaying at once.

Small shrift for her ; God keep us from such hearts !
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I am a queen too that would have him hve,

But one that has no wrong and is no queen,

She would—What are you saying there, you twain ?

MARY CARMICHAEL.

I said a queen's face and so fair an one's

Would lose no grace for giving grace away
;

That gift comes back upon the mouth it left

And makes it sweeter, and sets fresh red on it.

QUEEN.

This comes of sonnets when the dance draws breath
;

These talking times will make a dearth of grace.

But you—what ails you that your lips are shut ?

^Veep, if you will ; here are four friends of yours

To weep as fast for pity of your tears.

Do you desire him dead ? nay, but men say

He was your friend, he fought them on your side,

He made you songs—God knows what songs he made !

Speak you for him a little : will you not ?

MARY BEATON.

Madam, I have no words.

QUEEN.

No words ? no pity

—

Have you no mercies for such men ? God help !

It seems I am the meekest heart on earth

—
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Yea, the one tender woman left alive,

And knew it not. I will not let him live,

For all my pity of him.

MARY BEATON.

Nay, but, madam,

For God's love look a little to this thing.

If you do slay him you are but shamed to death
;

All men will cry upon you, women weep,

Turning your sweet name bitter with their tears
;

Red shame grow up out of your memory

And burn his face that would speak well of you :

You shall have no good word nor pity, none,

Till some such end be fallen upon you : nay,

I am but cold, I knew I had no words,

I will keep silence.

QUEEN.

Yea now, as I live,

I wist not of it : troth, he shall not die.

See you, I am pitiful, compassionate,

I would not have men slain for my love's sake,

But if he live to do me three times wrong.

Why then my shame would grow up green and red

Like any flower. I am not whole at heart
\

In faith, I wot not what such things should bo
;

I doubt it is but dangerous ; he must die.

MARV BEATON.

Yea, but you will not slay him.
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QUEEN.

Swear me that,

I'll say he shall not die for your oath's sake.

What will you do for grief when he is dead ?

MARV BEATON.

Nothing for grief, but hold my peace and die.

QUEEN.

Why, for your sweet sake one might let him live
;

But the first fault was a green seed of shame,

And now the flower, and deadly fruit will come

With apple-time in autumn. By my life,

I would they had slain him there in Edinburgh
;

But I reprieve him ; lo the thank I get.

To set the base folk muttering liked smoked bees

Of shame and love, and how love comes of shame,

And how the queen loves shame that comes of love
;

Yet I say nought and go about my ways.

And this mad fellow that I respited

Being forth and free, lo now the second time

Ye take him by my bed in wait. Now see

If I can get goodwill to pardon him
;

With what a face may I crave leave of men

To respite him, being young and a good knight

And mad for perfect love ? shall I go say,

Dear lords, because ye took him shatnefiilly,

Let him not die ; because hisfault is foul.

Let him jiot die; because if he do live

H
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/ shall be held a harlot of all meti,

Ipray you, S7veet sirs, that he may not die ?

MARY BEATON,

Madam, for me I would not have him Hve
;

Mine own heart's life was ended with my fame,

And my life's breath will shortly follow them
;

So that I care not much ; for you wot well

I have lost love and shame and fame and all

To no good end ; nor while he had his life

Have I got good of him that was my love.

Save that for courtesy (which may God quit)

He kissed me once as one might kiss for love

Out of great pity for me ; saving this.

He never did me grace in all his life.

And when you have slain him, madam, it may be

I shall get grace of him in some new way

In a new place, if God have care of us.

QUEEN.

Bid you my brother to me presently. [^Exeunt Maries.

And yet the thing is pitiful ; I would

There were some way. To send him overseas.

Out past the long firths to the cold keen sea

Where the sharp sound is that one hears up here

—

Or hold him in strong prison till he died

—

He would die shortly—or to set him free

And use him softly till his brains were healed

—

There is no way. Now never while I live

Shall we twain love together any more
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Nor sit at rhyme as we were used to do,

Nor each kiss other only with the eyes

A great way off ere hand or Hp could reach ;

There is no way.

Enter Murray.

O, you are welcome, sir
;

You know what need I have ; but I praise heaven,

Having such need, I have such help of you.

I do believe no queen God ever made

Was better holpen than I look to be.

What, if two brethren love not heartily,

Who shall be good to either one of them ?

MURRAY,

Madam, I have great joy of your good will

QUEEN.

I pray you, brother, use no courtesies :

I have some fear you will not suffer me
When I shall speak. Fear is a fool, I think.

Yet hath he wit enow to fool my wits,

Being but a woman's. Do not answer me
Till you shall know

;
yet if you have a word

I shall be fain to hear it ; but I think

There is no word to help me ; no man's word :

There be two things yet that should do me good.

A speeding arm and a great heart. My lord,

H 2
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I am soft-spirited as women are,

And ye wot well I have no harder heart :

Yea, with my will I would not slay a thing,

But all should live right sweetly if I might

;

So that man's blood-spilling lies hard on me.

1 have a work yet for mine honour's sake,

A thing to do, Ciod wot I know not how,

Nor how to crave it of you : nay, by heaven,

1 will not shame myself to show it you :

I have not heart.

MURRAY.

Why, if it may be done

With any honour, or with good men's excuse,

I shall well do it.

QUEEN.

I would I wist that well.

Sir, do you love me ?

MURRAY.

Yea, you know I do.

QUEhN.

In faith, you should well love me, for I love

The least man in your following for your sake

With a whole sister's heart.

MURRAY.

Speak simply, madam

;

I must obey you, being your bounden man.
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QUEEN.

Sir, so it is you know what things have been,

Even to the endangering of mine innocent name,

And by no fault, but by men's evil will
;

If Chastelard have trial openly,

I am but shamed.

MURRAY.

This were a wound indeed,

If your good name should lie upon his lip.

QUEEN.

1 will the judges put him not to plead,

For my fame's sake ; he shall not answer them.

MURRAY.

What, think you he will speak against your fame ?

QUEEN.

I know not ; men might feign belief of him

For hate of me ; it may be he will speak
;

In brief, I will not have him held to proof.

MURRAY.

Well, if this be, what good is to be done ?

QUEEN.

Is there no way but he must speak to them,

Being had to trial plainly ?
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MURRAY.

I think, none.

QUEEN.

Now mark, my lord ; I swear he will not speak.

MURRAY.

It were the best if you could make that sure.

QUEEN.

I'here is one way. Look, sir, he shall not do it

:

Shall not, or will not, either is one way
;

1 speak as I would have you understand.

MURRAY.

Let me not guess at you. ; speak certainly.

QUEEN.

\'ou will not mind me : let him be removed
;

Take means to get me surety : there be means.

MURRAY.

So, in your mind, I have to slay the man ?

QUEEN.

Is there a mean for me to save tlie man ?
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MURRAY.

'I'ruly I see no mean except )our love.

QUEEN.

^Vhat love is that, my lord } what think you of,

Talking of love and of love's mean in me
And of your guesses and of slaying him ?

Why, I say nought, have nought to say: God help me !

I bid you but take surety of the man.

Get him removed.

MURRAY,

Come, come, be clear with me
;

You bid me to despatch him privily.

QUEEN.

God send me sufferance ! I bid you, sir?

Nay, do not go : what matter if I did ?

Nathless I never bade you ; no, by God.

Be not so wroth
;
you are my brother born

;

Why do you dwell upon me with such eyes ?

For love of God you should not bear me hard.

MURRAY.

\\' hat, are you made of Hesh ?

QUEEN.

O, now I see
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You had rather lose your wits to do me harm
Than keep sound wits to help me.

MURRAY.

It is right strange
;

The worst man living hath some fear, some love,

Holds somewhat dear a little for life's sake,

Keeps fast to some compassion
; you have none

;

You know of nothing that remembrance knows
To make you tender. I must slay the man ?

Nay, I will do it.

QUEE.V.

Do, if you be not mad.

I am sorry for him ; and he must needs die.

I would I were assured you hate me not :

I have no heart to slay him by my will.

I pray you think not bitterly of me.

MURRAV.

Is it your pleasure such a thing were done ?

QUEEN.

Yea, by (}od's body is it, certainly.

MURRAY.

Xay, for your love then, and for honour's sake,

'I'his thing must be.
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QUEEN.

Yea, should I set you on ?

Even for my love then, I beseech you, sir,

To seek him out, and lest he prate of me
To put your knife into him ere he come forth :

Meseems this were not such wild work to do.

MURRAY.

I'll have him in the prison taken off.

QUEEN.

I am bounden to you, even for my name's sake,

When that is done.

MURRAY.

I pray you fear me not.

Farewell. I would such things were not to do,

Or not for me
;
yea, not for any man. \ExU,

QUEEN.

Alas, what honour have I to give thanks ?

I would he had denied me : I had held my peace

Thenceforth for ever ; but he wrung out the word,

Caught it before my lip, was fain of it

—

It was his fault to put it in my mind,

Yea, and to feign a loathing of his fault.

Now is he about devising my love's death,

And nothing loth. Nay, since he must needs die,

Would he were dead and come alive again
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And I might keep liim safe. He doth live now

And I may do what love I will to him
;

But by to-morrow he will be stark dead,

Stark slain and dead ; and for no sort of love

Will he so much as kiss me half a kiss.

\\'ere this to do I would not do it again.

Kc-cntcr Murray.

What, have you taken order ? is it done .-*

It were impossible to do so soon.

Nay, answer me.

MURRAY.

JSIadam, I will not do it.

QUEEN.

How did you say? I pray, sir, speak again :

I know not what vou said.

MURRAY.

I say I will not

;

I have thought thereof, and have made up my heart

To have no part in this : look you to it.

QUEEN.

(), for God's sake! you will not have me shamed?
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MURRAY.

I will not dip my hand into your sin.

QUEEN.

It were a good deed to deliver me ;

I am but woman, of one blood with you,

A feeble woman
;
put me not to shame

;

I pray you of your pity do me right.

Yea, and no fleck of blood shall cleave to you

For a just deed.

MURRAY.

I know not : I will none.

QUEEN.

O, you will never let him speak to them

To put me in such shame ? why, I should die

Out of pure shame and mine own burning blood ;

Yea, my face feels the shame lay hold on it,

I am half burnt already in my thought

;

Take pity of me. Think how shame slays a man ;

How shall I live then ? would you have me dead ?

I pray you for our dead dear father's sake,

Let not men mock at me. Nay, if he speak,

I shall be sung in mine own towns. Have pity.

What, will you let men stone me in the ways ?

MURRAY.

Madam, I shall take pains the best I may
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To save your honour, and what thing lieth in me

That will I do, but no close manslayings.

I will not have God's judgment gripe my throat

When I am dead, to hale me into hell

For a man's sake slain on this wise. Take heed.

See you to that. \Exit.

QUEEN.

One of you maidens there

Bid my lord hither. Now by Mary's soul,

He shall not die and bring me into shame.

There's treason in you like a fever, hot,

My holy-natured brother, cheek and eye :

You look red through with it : sick, honour-sick,

Specked with the blain of treason, leper-like

—

A scrupulous fair traitor with clean lips

—

If one should sue to hell to do him good

He were as brotherly holpen as I am.

'I'his man must live and say no harm of me
;

I may reprieve and cast him forth
;
yea, so

—

'J'his were the best ; or if he die midway

—

Yea, anything, so that he die not here.

\To the Maries 7vithin.

Fetch hither Darnley. Nay, ye gape on me

—

What, doth he sleep, or feeds, or plays at games ?

Why, I would see him ; I am weary for his sake
;

Bid my lord in.—Nathless he will but chide
;

Nay, fleer and laugh : what should one say to him ?

There were some word if one could hit on it
;

Some way to close with him : I wot not. Sir,
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Enter Darnley.

Please it your love I have a suit to you.

DARNLEY.

What sort of suit ?

QUEEN.

Nay, if you be not friends—
I have no suit towards mine enemies.

DARNLEY.

Eh, do I look now like your enemy ?

QUEEN.

You have a way of peering under brow

I do not like. If you see anything

In me that irks you I will painfully

Labour to lose it : do but show me favour,

And as I am your faithful humble wife

This foolishness shall be removed in me.

DARNLEY.

Why do you laugh and mock me with stretched

hands ?

Faith, I see no such thing.

QUEEN.

That is well seen.
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Come, I will take my heart between my lips,

Use it not hardly. Sir, my suit begins
;

That you would please to make me that I am,

(In sooth I think I am) mistress and queen

Of mine own people.

DARNLEY.

Why, this is no suit

;

This is a simple matter, and your own.

QUEEN.

It was, before God made you king of me.

DARNLEY.

No king, by God's grace ; were I such a king

I'd sell my kingdom for six roods of rye.

QUEEN.

You are too sharp upon my words ; I would

Have leave of you to free a man condemned.

DARNLEY.

What man is that, sweet ?

QUEEN.

Such a mad poor man

As God desires us use not cruelly.
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DARNLEY.

Is there no name a man may call him by ?

QUEEN.

Nay, my fair master, what fair game is this ?

Why, you do know him, it is Chastelard.

DARNLEY.

Ay, is it soothly ?

QUEEN.

By my life, it is
;

Sweet, as you tender me, so pardon him.

DARNLEY.

As he doth tender you, so pardon me
;

For if it were the mean to save my life

He should not live a day.

QUEEN.

Nay, shall not he ?

DARNLEY.

Look what an evil wit old Fortune hath :

Why, I came here to get his time cut off.

This second fault is meat for lewd men's mouths
;

You were best have him slain at once : 'tis hot.
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QUEEN.

Give me the warrant, and sit down, my lord.

"WTiiy, I will sign it ; what, I understand

How this must be. Should not my name stand here ?

DARN LEY,

Yea, there, and here the seal.

QUEEN.

Ay, so you say.

Shall I say too what I am thinking of?

DARNLEV.

Do, if you will.

QUEEN,

I do not like your suit.

DARN LEY,

'Tis of no Frenchman fashion.

QUEEN.

No, Got wot

;

'Tis nowise great men's fashion in French land

To clap a headsman's taberd on their backs.

DARNLEY,

No, madam?
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QUEEN.

No ; I never wist of that.

Is it a month gone I did call you lord ?

I chose you by no straying stroke of sight,

But with my heart to love you heartily.

Did I wrong then ? did mine eye draw my heart ?

I know not ; sir, it may be I did wrong :

And yet to see you I should call it right

Even yet to love you ; and would choose again,

Again to choose you.

DARNLEY.

There, I love you too
;

Take that for sooth, and let me take this hence.

QUEEN.

O, do you think I hold you off with words ?

Why, take it then ; there is my handwriting.

And here the hand that you shall slay him with.

'Tis a fair hand, a maiden-coloured one :

I doubt yet it has never slain a man.

You never fought yet save for game, I wis.

Nay, thank me not, but have it from my sight

;

Go and make haste for fear he be got forth :

It may be such a man is dangerous
;

Who knows what friends he hath ? and by my faith

I doubt he hath seen some fighting, I do fear

He hath fought and shed men's blood
;
ye are wise men

That will not leave such dangerous things alive
;

I
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'Twere well he died the sooner for your sakes.

Pray you make haste ; it is not fit he live.

DARNLEY.

What, will you let him die so easily ?

QUEEN.

Why, God have mercy ! what way sliould one take

To please such people ? there's some cunning way.

Something I miss, out of my simple soul.

What, nmst one say " Beseech you do no harm,"

Or "for my love, sweet cousins, be not hard,"

Or " let him live but till the vane come round "

—

Will such things please you ? well then, have your way

Sir, I desire you, kneeling down with tears,

With sighs and tears, fair sir, rec^uire of you.

Considering of my love I bear this man.

Just for my love's sake let him not be hanged

Before the sundown ; do thus much for me,

To have a queen's prayers follow after you.

DARN LEV.

I know no need for you to gibe at me.

QUEEN.

Alack, what heart then shall I have to jest ?

There is no woman jests in such a wise

—

For the shame's sake Ipray you hang him not.
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Seeing how I love /mn, save indeed in silk,

Siveet twisted silk of my sad handiwoi'k.

Nay, and you will not do so much for me
;

You vex your lip, biting the blood and all

:

Were this so hard, and you compassionate ?

I am in sore case then, and will weep indeed.

DARNLEY.

\Vhat do you mean to cast such gibes at me ?

QUEEN.

Woe's me, and will you turn my tears to thorns ?

Nay, set your eyes a little in my face :

See, do I weep ? what will you make of me ?

Will you not swear I love this prisoner ?

Ye are wise, and ye will have it
;

yet for me

I wist not of it. We are but feeble fools,

And love may catch us when we lie asleep

And yet God knows we know not this a whit.

Come, look on me, swear you believe it not :

It may be I will take your word for that.

DARNLEY.

Do you not love him ? nay, but verily ?

QUEEN.

Now then, make answer to me verily.

Which of us twain is wiser? for my part
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I will not swear I love not, if you will
;

Ye be wise men and many men, my lords.

And ye will have me love him, ye will swear

That I do love him ; who shall say ye lie ?

l^ook on your paper ; maybe I have wept :

Doubtless I love your hanged man in my heart.

What, is the writing smutched or gone awry ?

Or blurred—ay, surely so much—with one tear,

One little sharp tear strayed on it by chance ?

Come, come, the man is deadly dangerous
;

Let him die presently.

DARNLEY.

You do not love him
;

Well, yet he need not die ; it were right hard

To hang the fool because you love hmi not.

QUEEN.

You have keen wits and thereto courtesy

To catch me with. No, let this man not die
;

It were no such perpetual praise to you

To be his doomsman and in doglike wise

Bite his brief life in twain.

DARNLEY.

Truly it were not.

QUEEN.

Then for your honour and my love of you

(Oh, I do love you ! but you know not, sweet.
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You shall see how much), think you for their sr.kc

He may go free ?

How, freely forth of us ?

But yet he loves you, and being mad with love

Makes matter for base mouths to chew upon

:

'Twere best he live not yet.

QUEEN.

Will you say that ?

DARNLEY.

Why should he live to breed yon bad reports

Let him die first.

QUEEN.

Sweet, for your sake, not so.

DARNLEY.

Fret not yourself to pity ; let him die.

QUEEN.

Come, let him live a little ; it shall be

A grace to us.

DARNLEY.

By God he dies at once.
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QUEEN.

Now, by God's mother, if I respite him.

Though you were all the race of you in one

And had more tongues than hairs to cry on me

He should not lose a hair.

DARNLEV.

This is mere mercy

—

But you thank God you love him not a whit ?

QUEEN.

It shall be what it please ; and if I please

It shall be anything. Give me the warrant.

DARNLEY.

Nay, for your sake and love of you, not I,

To make it dangerous.

QUEEN.

O, God's pity, sir !

You are tender of me ; will you serve me so,

Against mine own will, shew me so much love,

Uo me good service that I loath being done.

Out of pure pity?

DARNLEY.

Nay, your word shall stand.
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QUEEN.

What makes you gape so beastlike after blood ?

Were you not bred up on some hangman's hire

And dieted with fleshmeats at his hand

And fed into a fool ? Give me that paper.

DARNLEY.

Now for that word I will not.

QUEEN.

Nay, sweet love,

For your own sake be just a little wise
;

Come, I beseech you.

DARNLEY.

Pluck not at my hands.

QUEEN.

No, that I will not : I am brain-broken, mad
;

Pity my madness for sweet marriage-sake

And my great love's ; I love you to say this
;

1 would not have you cross me, out of love.

But for true love should I not chafe indeed ?

And now I do not.

DARNLEY.

Yea. and late you chid.

You chafed and jested and blew soft and hard—

No, for that "fool" you shall not fool me so.
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QUEEN.

You are no churl, sweet, will you see me weep ?

Look, I weep now ; be friends with my poor tears.

Think each of them beseeches you of love

And hath some tongue to crj^ on you for love

And speak soft things ; for that which loves not you

Is none of mine, not though they grow of grief

And grief of you ; be not too hard with them.

You would not of your own heart slay a man
;

Nay, if you will, in (lod's name make me weep,

I will not hate you ; but at heart, sweet lord,

Be not at heart my sweet heart's enemy.

If I had many mighty men to friend

I would not plead too lovingly with you

To have your love.

D.\RNLEV.

Why, yet you have my love.

QUEEN.

Alas, what shall mine enemies do to me

If I be used so hardly of my friends?

Come, sir, you hate me
;
yet for all your hate

You cannot have such heart.

DARNLEV.

What sort of heart ?

I have no heart to be used shamefully

If you mean that.
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QUEEN.

Would God I loved you not
;

You are too hard to be used lovingly.

DARNLEY.

You are moved too much for such a little love

As you bear me.

QUEEN.

God knows you do me \ATong

;

God knows the heart, sweet, that I love you with.

Hark you, fair sir, I'd have all well with you
;

Do you not fear at sick men's time of night

What end may come ? are you so sure of heart ?

Is not your spirit surprisable in sleep ?

Have you no evil dreams ? Nay, look you, love,

I will not be flung off you heart and hand,

I am no snake : but tell me for your love

Have you no fancies how these things will end

In the pit's mouth ? how all life-deeds will look

At the grave's edge that lets men into hell ?

For my part, who am weak and woman-eyed.

It turns my soul to tears : I doubt this blood

Fallen on our faces when Ave twain are dead

Will scar and burn them : yea, for heaven is sweet.

And loves sweet deeds that smell not of spilt blood.

Let us not kill : God that made mercy first

Pities the pitiful for their deed's sake.
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DARNLEY.

(iet you some painting ; with a cheek Hke this

You'll find no faith in listeners.

QUEEN.

How, fair lord ?

DARNLEY.

I say that looking with this face of yours

None shall believe you holy ; Avhat, you talk,

Take mercy in your mouth, eat holiness,

Put God under your tongue and feed on heaven,

A\'ith fear and faith and—faith, I know not what

—

And look as though you stood and saw men slain

To make you game and laughter : nay, your eyes

Threaten as unto blood. What will you do

To make men take your sweet word ? pitiful

—

You are pitiful as he that's hired for death

And loves the slaying yet better than the hire.

QUEEN.

You are wise that live to threat and tell me so

;

Do you love life too much ?

DARNLEY.

O, now you are sweet,

Right tender now : you love not blood nor death.

You are too tender.
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QUEEN.

Yea, too weak, too soft :

Sweet, do not mock me, for my love's sake ; see

How soft a thing I am. Will you be hard ?

The heart you have, has it no sort of fear ?

DARNLEY.

Take off your hand and let me go my way

And do my deed, and when the doing is past

I will,come home and teach you tender things

Out of my love till you forget my wrath.

I will be angry when I see good need,

And will grow gentle after, fear not that
;

You shall get no wrong of my wrongdoing.

So I take leave.

QUEEN.

Take what you will ; take all

;

You have taken half my heart away with words :

Take all I have, and take no leave ; I have

No leave to give : yea, shortly shall lack leave,

I think, to live ; but I crave none of you
;

I would have none : yet for the love I have,

If I get ever a mean to show it you,

I pray God put you some day in my hand

That you may take that too.

DARNLEY.

Well, as he please
;

God keep you in such love ; and so farewell. \Exit.
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QUEEN.

So fare I as your lover, but not well.

—

Ah sweet, if God be ever good to me
To put you in my hand ! I am come to shame

;

Let me think now, and let my wits not go
;

(jod, for dear mercy, let me not forget

Why I should be so angry ; the dull blood

Beats at my face and blinds me—I am chafed to death,

And I am shamed ; I shall go mad and die.

Truly I think I did kneel down, did pray,

Yea, weep (who knows ?) it may be—all for that.

Yea, if I wei)t not. this was blood brake forth

And burnt mine eyelids ; I will have blood back,

And wash them cool in the hottest of his heart,

Or I will slay myself : I cannot tell :

I have given gold for brass, and lo the pay

Cleaves to my fingers : there's no way to mend

—

Not while life stays : would God that it were gone !

The fool will feed upon my fame and laugh
;

Till one .seal up his tongue and lips with blood.

He carries half my honour and good name

Between his teeth. Lord God, mine head will fail

!

When have I done thus since I Avas alive?

And these ill times will deal but ill with me

—

My old love slain, and never a new to help,

And my wits gone, and my blithe use of life,

And all the grace was with me. Love—perchance

If I save love I shall well save myself.

I could find heart to bid him take such fellows
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And kill them to my hand. I was the fool

To sue to these and shame myself : God knows

I was a queen born, I will hold their heads

Here in my hands for this. Which of you waits ?

Enter Mary Beaton and Mary Carmichael.

No maiden of them?—what, no more than this?

MARY carmichael.

Madam, the lady Seyton is gone forth
;

She is ill at heart with watching.

QUEEN.

Ay, at heart

—

All girls must have such tender sides to the heart

They break for one night's watching, ache to death

For an hour's pity, for a half-hour's love

—

Wear out before the watches, die by dawn,

And ride at noon to burial. God's my pity !

^Mlere's Hamilton ? doth she ail too ? at heart,

I warrant her at heart.

MARY BEATON.

I know not, madam.

QUEEN.

What, sick or dead? I am well holpen of you:

Come hither to me. What pale blood you have

—
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Is it for fear you turn such cheeks to me ?

Why, if I were so loving, by my hand,

I would have set my head upon the chance,

And loosed him though I died. What will you do ?

Have you no way ?

MARY BEATON.

None but your mercy.

QUEEN.

Ay?
Why then the thing is piteous. Think, for God's sake

—

Is there no loving way to fetch him forth ?

Nay, what a white thin-blooded thing is love,

To help no more than this doth ! Were I in love,

I would unbar the ways to-night and then

Laugh death to death to-morrow, mock him dead
;

I think you love well with one half your heart,

And let fear keep the other. Hark you now,

You said there was some friend durst break my bars

—

Some Scotch name—faith, as if I wist of it !

Ye have such heavy wits to help one with

—

Some man that had some mean to save him by

—

Tush, I must be at pains for you !

MARY BEATON.

Nay, madam,

It were no boot ; he will not be let forth.
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QUEEN.

I say, the name. O, Robert Erskine—yea,

A fellow of some heart : what saith he ?

MARY BEATON.

Madam,

The thing was sound all through, yea, all went well,

But for all prayers that we could make to him

He would not fly: we cannot get him forth.

QUEEN.

Great God ! that men should have such wits as this !

I have a mind to let him die for that

;

And yet I wot not. Said he, he loathed his life ?

MARY BEATON.

He says your grace given would scathe yourself.

And little grace for such a grace as that

Be with the little of his life he kept

To cast off some time more unworthily.

QUEEN.

God help me ! what should wise folk do with him ?

These men be weaker-witted than mere fools

When they fall mad once
;
yet by Mary's soul

I am sorrier for him than for men right wise.

God wot a fool that were more wise than he

Would love me something worse than Chastelard,
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Ay, and his own soul better. Do you think

(There's no such other sort of fool alive)

That he may live ?

MARY BEATON.

Yea, by God's mercy, madam,

To your great praise and honour from all men
If you should keep him living.

QUEEN.

By God's light,

I have good will to do it. Are you sure,

If I would pack him with a pardon hence,

He would speak well of me—not hint and halt.

Smile and look back, sigh and say love runs out,

But times have been—with some loose laugh cut short,

Bit off at lip—eh?

MARY BEATON.

No, by heaven he would not.

QUEEN.

You know how quickly one may be belied

—

Faith, you should know it—I never thought the worst.

One may touch love and come with clean hands oft"

—

But you should know it. What, he will not fly

—

Not though I wink myself asleep, turn blind

—

^\'hich that I will I say not }
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MARY BEATON.

Nay, not he
;

We had good hope to bring him well aboard,

Let him slip safe down by the firths to sea,

Out under Leith by night- setting, and thence

Take ship for France and serve there out of sight

In the new wars.

QUEEN.

Ay, in the new French wars

—

You wist thereof too, madam, with good leave

—

A goodly bait to catch mine honour with

And let me wake up with my name bit through.

I had been much bounden to you twain, methinks,

But for my knight's sake and his love's ; by God,

He shall not die in God's despite nor mine.

Call in our chief lords ; bid one see to it :

Ay, and make haste.

[Excu/it Mary Beaton and Mary Carmichael.

Now shall I try their teeth :

1 have done with fear ; now nothing but pure love

And power and pity shall have part in me
;

I will not throw them such a spirit in flesh

To make their prey on. Though he be mad indeed,

It is the goodliest madness ever smote

Upon man's heart. A kingly knight—in faith,

Meseems my face can yet make faith in men

And break their brains with beauty : for a v,ord,

An eyelid's twitch, an eye's turn, tie them fest

And make their souls cleave to me. God be thanked,
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This air has not yet curdled all the blood

That went to make me fair. An hour agone,

I thought I had been forgotten of men's love

]\Iore than dead women's faces are forgot

Of after lovers. All men are not of earth :

For all the frost of fools and this cold land

There be some yet catch fever of my face

And burning for mine eyes' sake. I did think

I^Iy time was gone when men would dance to death

As to a music, and lie laughing down

In the grave and take their funerals for their feasts,

To get one kiss of me. I have some strength yet,

Though I lack power on men that lack men's blood.

Yea, and God wot I will be merciful
;

For all the foolish hardness round my heart

That tender women miss of to their praise,

They shall not say but I had grace to give

Even for love's sake. Why, let them take their way:

What ails it them though I be soft or hard ?

Soft hearts would weep and weep and let men die

For very mercy and sweet-heartcdness
;

I that weep little for my pity's sake,

I have the grace to save men. Let fame go

—

I care not much what shall become of fame,

So I save love and do mine own soul right ;

ril have my mercy help me to revenge

On all the crew of them. How will he look.

Having my pardon ! I shall have sweet thanks

And love of good men for my mercy's love

—

Vca, and be quit of these I hate to death,

With one good deed.
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Enter the Maries.

MARY BEATON.

Madam, the lords are here.

QUEEN.

Stand you about me, I will speak to them.

I would the whole world stood up in my face

And heard what I shall say. Bid them come in.

Enter Murray, Randolph, Morton, Lindsay, and

other Lords.

Hear you, fair lords, I have a word to you
;

There is one thing I would fain understand

—

If I be queen or no ; for by my life

INIethinks I am growing unqueenly. No man speak ?

Pray you take note, sweet lord ambassador,

I am no queen : I never was born queen
;

Alack, that one should fool us in this wise !

Take up my crown, sir, I will none of it

Till it hath bells on as a fool's cap hath.

Nay, who will have it ? no man take it up ?

Was there none worthy to be shamed but I ?

Here are enow good faces, good to crown
;

Will you be king, fair brother ? or you, my lord ?

Give me a spinner's curch, a wisp of reed,

Any mean thing ; but, God's love, no more gold,

And no more shame : let boys throw dice for it,

K 2
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Or cast it to the grooms for tennis-play,

For I will none.

MURRAY.

What would your highness ha\-c ?

QUEEN.

Yea, yea, I said I was no majesty
;

I shall be shortly fallen out of grace.

What would I have ? I would have leave to live
;

Perchance I shall not shortly : nay, for me

That have no leave to respite other lives

To keep mine own life were small praise enow.

MURRAY.

Your majesty hath power to respite men,

As we well wot ; no man saith otherwise.

QUEEN.

What, is this true ? 'tis a thing wonderful

—

. So great I cannot be well sure of it.

Strange that a queen should find such grace as this

At such lords' hands as ye be, such great lords :

I pray you let me get assured again.

Lest I take jest for truth and shame myself

And make you mirth : to make your mirth of me,

( iod wot it were small pains to you, my lords,

IJut much less honour. I may send reprieve

—

W'iih your sweet leaves I may ?

i
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MURRAY.

Assuredly.

QUEEN.

Lo, now, what grace is this I have of you !

I had a will to respite Chastelard,

And would not do it for very fear of }0u :

Look you, I wist not ye were merciful.

MORTON.

Madam—

QUEEN.

My lord, you have a word to me ?

Doth it displease you such a man should live ?

MORTON.

'Twere a mad mercy in your majesty

To lay no hand upon his second fault

And let him thrice offend you.

QUEEN.

Ay, my lord ?

MORTON,

It were well done to muffle lewd men's mouths

By casting of his head into their laps :

It were much best.

QUEEN.

Yea, tmly were it so ?

But if I will not, yet I will not, sir,
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For all the mouths in Scotland. Now, by heaven,

As I am pleased he shall not die, but live.

So shall ye be. There is no man shall die,

Except it please me ; and no man shall sa}-,

Except it please me, if I do ill or well.

AVhich of you now will set his will to mine ?

Not you, nor you I think, nor none of you,

Nor no man living that loves living well.

Let one stand forth and smite me with his hand,

Wring my crown off and cast it underfoot.

And he shall get my respite back of me,

And no man else : he shall bid live or die.

And no man else ; and he shall be my lord,

And no man else. What, will not one be king?

Will not one here lay hold upon my state ?

I am queen of you for all things come and gone.

Nay, my chief lady, and no meaner one,

The chiefest of my maidens, shall bear this

And give it to my prisoner for a grace
;

Who shall deny me ? who shall do me wrong ?

Bear greeting to the lord of Chastelard,

And this withal for respite of his life,

For by my head he shall die no such way :

Nay, sweet, no words, but hence and back again.

\^Exit Mary Bkatox.

("arewell, dear lords
;
ye have shown grace to me,

And some time I will thank you as I may
;

Till when tliink well of me and what is done.

END OK THE FOURTH .\CT.
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Scene I.

—

Before Holyrood. A croivd ofpeople; ainong

thein Soldiers, Burgesses, a Preacher, 6^r.

1ST CITIZEN.

They are not out yet. Have you seen the man ?

What manner of man ?

2ND CITIZEN.

Shall he be hanged or no ?

There was a fellow hanged some three days gone

Wept the whole way : think you this man shall die

In better sort, now?

1ST CITIZEN.

Eh, these shawm-players

That walk before strange women and make songs !

How should they die well ?

3RD CITIZEN.

Is it sooth men say

Our dame was wont to kiss him on the face

In lewd folk's sight?
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1ST CITIZEN.

Yea, saitli one, all day long

He used to sit and jangle words in rhyme

To suit with shakes of faint adulterous sound

Some French lust in men's ears ; she made songs too,

Soft things to feed sin's amorous mouth upon

—

Delicate sounds for dancing at in hell.

4TH CITIZEN.

Is it priest Black that he shall have by him

When they do come ?

3RD CITIZEN.

Ah ! by God's leave, not so
;

If the knave show us his peeled onion's head

And that damned flagging jowl of his

—

2ND CITIZEN.

Nay, sirs,

Take heed of words ; moreover, please it you,

This man hath no pope's part in him.

3RD CITIZEN,

I say

That if priest whore's-friend with the lewd thiefs cheek

Show his foul blinking face to shame all ours,

It goes back fouler ; well, one day hell's fire

Will burn him black indeed.
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A WOMAN.

What kind of man ?

'Tis yet great pity of him if he be

Goodly enow for this queen's paramour.

A French lord overseas ? Avhat doth he here,

With Scotch folk here ?

1ST CITIZEN.

Fair mistress, I think well

He doth so at some times that I were fain

To do as well.

THE WOMAN.

Nay, then he will not die.

1ST CITIZEN.

Why, see you, if one eat a piece of bread

Baked as it were a certain prophet's way.

Not upon coals, now—you shall apprehend

—

If defiled bread be given a man to eat.

Being thrust into his mouth, why he shall eat,

And with good hap shall eat ; but if now, say,

One steal this, bread and beastliness and all.

When scarcely for pure hunger flesh and bone

Cleave one to other—why, if he steal to eat,

Be it even the filthiest feeding—though the man

Be famine-flayed of flesh and skin, I say

He shall be hanged.
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3RD CITIZEN.

Nay, stolen said you, sir?

See, God bade eat abominable bread,

And freely was it eaten—for a sign

'I'his, for a sign—and doubtless as did God,

So may the devil ; bid one eat freely and live.

Not for a sign.

2ND CITIZEN.

Will you think thus of her ?

But wherefore should they get this fellow slain

If he be clear toward her?

3RD CITIZEN.

Sir, one must see

The day comes when a woman sheds her sin

As a bird moults ; and she being shifted so,

The old mate of her old feather pecks at her

To get the right bird back ; then she being stronger

Picks out his eyes—eh ?

2ND CITIZEN.

Like enough to be
;

But if it be— Is not one preaching there

\\'ith certain folk about him ?

1ST CITIZEN.

Yea, the same

Who preached a month since from Ezekiel
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Concerning these twain—this our queen that is

And her that was, and is not now so much

As queen over hell's worm.

3RD CITIZEN.

Ay, said he not.

This was Aholah, the first one of these.

Called sisters only for a type—being twain,

Twain Maries, no whit Nazarene ? the first

Bred out of Egypt like the water-worm

With sides in wet green places baked with slime

And festered flesh that steams against the sun
;

A plague among all people, and a type

Set as a flake upon a leper's fell.

1ST CITIZEN.

Yea, said he, and unto her the men went in,

The men of Pharaoh's, beautiful with red

And with red gold, fair foreign-footed men,

The bountiful fair men, the courteous men.

The delicate men with delicate feet, that went

Curling their small beards Agag-fashion, yea

Pruning their mouths to nibble words behind

With pecking at God's skirts—small broken oaths

Fretted to shreds between most dainty lips,

And underbreath some praise of Ashtaroth

Sighed laughingly.
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2ND CITIZEN.

Was he not under guard

For the good word ?

1ST CITIZEN.

Yea, but now forth again

—

And of the latter said he—there being two,

The first Aholah, which interpreted

—

3RD CITIZEN.

But, of this latter?

1ST CITIZEN.

Well, of her he said

How she made letters for Chaldean folk

And men that came forth of the wilderness

And all her sister's chosen men
;
yea, she

Kept not her lip from any sin of hers

But multiplied in whoredoms toward all these

That hate God mightily ; for these, he saith,

These are the fair French people, and these her kin

Sought out of England with her love-letters

To bring them to her kiss of love ; and thus

With a prayer made that God would break such love

Ended some while ; then crying out for strong wrath

Spake with a great voice after : This is she,

Yea the lewd woman, yea the same woman

That gat bruised breasts in Egypt, when strange men

Swart from great suns, foot-burnt with angry soils
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And strewn with sand of gaunt Chaldean miles,

Poured all their love upon her : she shall drink

The Lord's cup of derision that is filled

With drunkenness and sorrow, great of sides

And deep to drink in till the dreg drips out:

Yea, and herself with the twain shards thereof

Pluck off her breasts ; so said he.

4TH CITIZEN.

Are not they come }

See that stir-

3RD CITIZEN.

There wants an hour of them.

Draw near and let us hearken ; he will speak

Surely some word of this.

2ND CITIZEN.

What saith he now?

THE PREACHER.

The mercy of a harlot is a sword

And her mouth sharper than a flame of fire.
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Scene IL— /;/ Prison.

CHASTELARD.

So here my time shuts up ; and the last hght

Has made the last shade in the world for me.

The sunbeam that was narrow like a leaf

Has turned a hand, and the hand stretched to an arm.

And the arm has reached the dust on the floor, and

made

A maze of motes with paddling fingers. Well,

I knew not that a man so sure to die

Could care so little ; a bride-night's lustiness

Leaps in my veins as light fire under a wind:

As if I felt a kindling beyond death

Of some new joys far outside of me yet
;

Sweet sound, sweet smell and touch of things far out

Sure to come soon. I wonder will death be

Even all it seems now ? or the talk of hell

And wretched changes of the worn-out soul

Nailed to decaying flesh, shall that be true ?

Or is this like the forethought of deep sleep

Felt by a tired man ? Sleep were good enough

—

Shall sleep be all? But I shall not forget

For any sleep this love bound upon me

—

For any sleep or quiet ways of death.

Ah, in my weary dusty space of sight



SCENE II.] CHASTELARD 145

Her face will float with heavy scents of hair

And fire of subtle amorous eyes, and lips

More hot than wine, full of sweet wicked words

Babbled against mine own lips, and long hands

Spread out, and pale bright throat and pale bright

breasts,

Fit to make all men mad. I do believe

This fire shall never quite burn out to the ash

And leave no heat and flame upon my dust

For witness where a man's heart was burnt up.

For all Christ's work this Venus is not quelled,

But reddens at the mouth with blood of men,

Sucking b-tween small teeth the sap o' the veins.

Dabbling with death her little tender lips

—

A bitter beauty, poisonous-pearled mouth.

I am not fit to live but for love's sake.

So I were best die shortly. Ah, fair love,

Fair fearful Venus made of deadly foam,

I shall escape you somehow with my death—

•

Your splendid supple body and mouth on fire

And Paphian breath that bites the lips with heat.

I had best die.

Enter Mary Beaton.

What, is my death's time come,

And you the friend to make death kind to me ?

'Tis sweetly done ; for I was sick for this.
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MARY BEATON.

Nay, but see here; nay, for you shall not die :

She has reprieved you ; look, her name to that,

A present respite ; I was sure of her :

You are quite safe : here, take it in your hands :

I am faint with the end of pain. Read there.

CHASTELARD.

Reprieve ?

\\'hcrefore reprieve ? Who has done this to me ?

MARY BEATON.

I never feared but God would have you live.

Or I knew well God must have punished me
;

But I feared nothing, had no sort of fear.

What makes you stare upon the seal so hard ?

Will you not read now ?

CHASTELARD.

A reprieve of life

—

Reprieving me from living. Nay, by God,

I count one death a bitter thing enough.

MARY BEATON.

See what she writes
;
your love ; for love of you

;

Out of her love ; a word to save your life :

But I knew this too though you love me not :

She is your love ; I knew that : yea, by heaven.
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CHASTELARD.

You knew I had to live and be reprieved :

Say I were bent to die now?

MARY BEATON.

Do not die,

For her sweet love's sake ; not for pity of me,

You would not bear with life for me one hour
;

But for hers only.

CHASTELARD.

Nay, I love you well,

I would not hurt you for more lives than one.

But for this fair-faced paper of reprieve.

We'll have no riddling to make death shift sides :

Look, here ends one of us. \Teai-ing it.

For her I love.

She will not anger heaven with slaying me
;

For me, I am well quit of loving her
;

For you, I pray you be well comforted.

Seeing in my life no man gat good by me
And by my death no hurt is any man's.

MARY BEATON.

And I that loved you? nay, I loved you ; nay.

Why should your like be pitied when they love ?

Her hard heart is not yet so hard as yours,

Nor God's hard heart. I care not if you die.
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Tliese bitter madmen are not fit to live.

I will not have you touch me, speak, to me,

Nor take farewell of you. See you die well,

Or death will play with shame for you, and win,

And laugh you out of life. I am right glad

I never am to see you any more,

For I should come to hate you easily
;

I would not have you live. \Exit.

CHASTELARD.

She has cause enow.

I would this wretched waiting had an end.

For I wax feebler than I was : God knows

I had a mind once to have saved this flesh

And made life one with shame. It marvels me
This girl that loves me should desire so much

To have me sleep with shame for bedfellow

A whole life's space ; she would be glad to die

To escape such life. It may be too her love

Is but an amorous quarrel with herself,

Not love of me but her own wilful soul
;

Then she will live and be more glad of this

Than girls of their own will and their heart's love

Before love mars them : so God go with her !

For mine own love—I wonder will she come

Sad at her mouth a little, with drawn cheeks

And eyelids wrinkled up ? or hot and cjuick

To lean her head on mine and leave her lips

Deep in my neck ? Por surely she must come
;
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And I should fare the better to be' sure

What she will do. But as it please my sweet

;

For some sweet thing she must do if she come,

Seeing how I have to die. Now three years since

This had not seemed so good an end for me
;

But in some wise all things wear round betimes

And wind up well. Yet doubtless she might take

A will to come my way and hold my hands

And kiss me some three kisses, throat, mouth, eyes,

And say some soft three words to soften death :

I do not see how this should break her ease.

Nay, she will come to get her warrant back :

By this no doubt she is sorely penitent.

Her fit of angry mercy well blown out

And her wits cool again. She must have chafed

A great while through for anger to become

So like pure pity ; they must have fretted her

Nigh mad for anger : or it may be mistrust,

She is so false
;
yea, to my death I think

She will not trust me ; alas the hard sweet lieart !

As if my lips could hurt her any way

But by too keenly kissing of her own.

Ah false poor sweet fair lips that keep no faith.

They shall not catch mine false or dangerous
;

They must needs kiss me one good time, albeit

They love me not at all. Lo, here she comes.

For the blood leaps and catches at my face
;

There go her feet and tread upon my heart
;

Now shall I see what way I am to die.
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Enter the Queen.

QUEEN.

What, is one here? Speak to me for God's sake :

AN'here are you lain ?

CHASTELARD.

Here, madam, at your hand.

QUEEN.

Sweet lord, what sore pain have I had for you

And been most patient !—Nay, you are not bound.

If you be gentle to me, take my hand.

1 )o you not hold me the worst heart in the world ?

Nay, you must needs ; but say not yet you do.

1 am worn so weak I know not how I live :

Reach me your hand.

CHASTELARD.

Take comfort and good heart

;

All will find end ; this is some grief to you.

Hut you shall overlive it. Come, fair love
;

Be of fair cheer : I say you have done no wrong.

QUEEN.

1 will not be of cheer : I have done a thing

I'hat will turn fire and burn me. Tell me not
;
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If you will do me comfort, whet your sword.

But if you hate me, tell me of soft things,

For I hate these, and bitterly. Look up
;

Am I not mortal to be gazed upon ?

CHASTELARD.

Yea, mortal, and not hateful.

QUEEN.

O lost heart !

Clive me some mean to die by.

CHASTELARD.

Sweet, enough.

You have made no fault ; life is not worth a world

That you should weep to take it: would mine were,

And I might give you a world-worthier gift

Than one poor head that love has made a spoil
;

Take it for jest, and weep not: let me go.

And think I died of chance or malady.

Nay, I die well ; one dies not best abed.

QUEEN.

My warrant to reprieve you—that you saw ?

'J'hat came between your hands ?

CHASTELARD.

Yea, not long since.

It seems you have no will to let me die.
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QUEEN.

Alas, you know I wrote it with my heart,

Out of pure love ; and since you were in bonds

I have had such grief for love's sake and my heart's

—

Yea, by my life I have—I could not choose

But give love way a little. Take my hand
;

You know it would have pricked my heart's blood out

To write reprieve with.

CHASTELARD.

Sweet, your hands are kind
;

Lay them about my neck, upon my face,

And tell me not of writing.

QUEEN.

Nay, by heav^,

I would have given you mine own blood to drink

If that could heal you of your soul-sickness.

Yea, they know that, they curse me for your sake,

Rail at my love—would God their heads were lopped

And we twain left together this side death !

But look you, sweet, if this my warrant hold

You are but dead and shamed ; for you must die,

And they will slay you shamefully by force

Even in my sight.

CHASTELARD.

Faith, I think so they will
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QUEEN.

Nay, they would slay me too, cast stones at me,

Drag me alive—they have eaten poisonous words,

They are mad and have no shame.

CHASTELARD.

Ay, like enough.

QUEEN.

Would God my heart were greater ; bul God wot

I have no heart to bear with fear and die.

Yea, and I cannot help you : or I know

1 should be nobler, bear a better heart :

But as this stands— I pray you for good love,

As you hold honour a costlier thing than life

—

CHASTELARD.

Well?
I

QUEEN.

Nay, I would not be denied for shame
;

In brief, I pray you give me that again.

CHASTELARD.

What, my reprieve ?

QUEEN.

Even so ; deny me not,

For your sake mainly : yea, by God you know

How fain I were to die in your death's stead.

For your name's sake. This were no need to swear.
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J>cst we be mocked to death with a reprieve,

And so both die, being shamed. What, shall I swear?

"What, if I kiss you ? must I pluck it out ?

\'ou do not love me: no, nor honour. Come,
I know you have it about you : give it me.

CHASTELARD.

1 cannot yield you such a thing again
;

Not as I had it.

QUEEN.

A coward ? what shift now ?

Do such men make such cravens?

CHASTELARD.

Chide me not:

Pity me that I cannot help my heart.

QUEEN,

Heaven mend mine eyes that took you for a man !

\\'hat, is it sewn into your flesh ? take heed

—

Nay, but for shame—what have you done witli it?

CHASTELARD.

Why, there it lies, torn up.

QUEEN.

God help me, sir !

Have you done this?
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CHASTELARD.

Yea, sweet ; what should I do ?

Did I not know you to the bone, my sweet?

God speed you well ! you have a goodly lord.

QUEEN.

My love, sweet love, you are more fair than he,

Yea, fairer many times : I love you much,

Sir, know you that ?

CHASTELARD.

I think I know that well.

Sit here a little till I feel you through

In all my breath and blood for some sweet while.

gracious body that mine arms have had.

And hair my face has felt on it ! grave eyes

x\nd low thick lids that keep since years agone

In the blue sweet of each particular vein

Some special print of me ! I am right glad

That I must never feel a bitterer thing

Than your soft curled-up shoulder and amorous arms

From this time forth ; nothing can hap to me

Less good than this for all my whole life through.

1 would not have some new pain after this

Come spoil the savour. O, your round bird's throat,

More soft than sleep or singing
;
your calm cheeks,

Turned bright, turned wan with kisses hard and hot ;

The beautiful colour of your deep curved hands,
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Made of a red rose that had changed to white
;

That mouth mine own holds half the sweetness of,

Yea, my heart holds the sweetness of it, whence

My life began in me ; mine that ends here

Because you hate no mercy, nay you know

You never could have mercy. My fair love.

Kiss me again, God loves you not the less
;

Why should one woman have all goodly things ?

You have all beauty ; let mean women's lips

Be pitiful, and speak truth : they will not be

Such perfect things as yours. Be not ashamed

That hands not made like these that snare men's souls

Should do men good, give alms, relieve men's pain ;

You have the better, being more fair than they,

They are half foul, being rather good than fair
;

You are quite fair : to be quite fair is best.

Why, two nights hence I dreamed that I could see

In through your bosom under the left flower,

And there was a round hollow, and at heart

A little red snake sitting, without spot.

That bit—like this, and sucked up sweet—like this,

And curled its lithe light body right and left, f-

And quivered like a woman in act to love. f

Then there was some low fluttered talk i' the lips,

Faint sound of soft fierce words caressing them

—

Like a fair woman's when her love gets way.

Ah, your old kiss— I know the ways of it

:

Let the lips cling a little. Take them off.

And speak some word or I go mad with love.
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QUEEN.

Will you not have my chaplain come to you ?

CHASTELARD.

Some better thing of yours—some handkerchief,

Some fringe of scarf to make confession to

—

You had some book about you that fell out—

QUEEN.

A little written book of Ronsard's rhymes,

His gift, I wear in there for love of him

—

See, here between our feet.

CHASTELARD.

Ay, my old lord's

—

The sweet chief poet, my dear friend long since ?

Give me the book. Lo you, this verse of his :

With coming lilies in late April came

Her body, fashioned ^uhiterfor their shame

;

And roses, touched with blood since Adon bled,

From herfair colour filled their lips with red :

A goodly praise : I could not praise you so.

I read that while your marriage-feast went on.

Leave me this book, I pray you : I would read

The hymn of death here over ere I die
\

I shall know soon how much he knew of death

When that was written. One thing I know now,

I shall not die with half a heart at least,
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Nor shift my face, nor weep my fault alive,

Nor swear if I might live and do new deeds

I would do better. Let me keep the book.

QUEEN.

Yea, keep it : as would God you had kept your life

Out of mine eyes and hands. I am wrung to the heart

:

This hour feels dry and bitter in my mouth,

As if its sorrow were my body's food

More than my soul's. There are bad thoughts in me—
Most bitter fancies biting me like birds

That tear each other. Suppose you need not die ?

CHASTELARD.

You know I cannot live for two hours more.

Our fate was made thus ere our days were made :

Will you fight fortune for so small a grief?

But for one thing I were full fain of death.

QUEEN.

What thing is that ?

CHASTELARD.

None need to name the thint

Why, what can death do with me fit to fear ?

For if I sleep I shall not weep awake
;

Or if their saying be true of things to come,

Though hell be sharp, in the worst ache of it
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I shall be eased so God will give me back

Sometimes one golden gracious sight of you

—

The aureole woven flowerlike through your hair,

And in your lips the little laugh as red

As when it came upon a kiss and ceased,

Touching ray mouth.

QUEEN.

As I do now, this way.

With my heart after : would I could shed tears,

Tears should not fail when the heart shudders so.

But your bad thought ?

CHASTELARD.

Well, such a thought as thi?

It may be, long time after I am dead,

For all you are, you may see bitter days
;

God may forget you or be wroth with you :

Then shall you lack a little help of me,

And I shall feel your sorrow touching you,

A happy sorrow, though I may not touch :

I that would fain be turned to flesh again,

Fain get back life to give up life for you,

To shed my blood for help, that long ago

You shed and were not holpen : and your heart

Will ache for help and comfort, yea for love.

And find less love than mine—for I do think

You never will be loved thus in your life.
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QUEEN.

It may be man will never love me more
;

For I am sure I shall not love man twice.

CHASTELARD.

I know not: men must love you in life's spite
;

For you will always kill them ; man by man

Your lips will bite them dead
;
yea, though you would,

You shall not spare one ; all will die of you
;

I cannot tell what love shall do with these,

But I for all my love shall have no might

To help you more, mine arms and hands no power

To fasten on you more. This cleaves my heart.

That they shall never touch your body more.

But for your grief—you will not have to grieve
;

For being in such poor eyes so beautiful

It must needs be as God is more than I

So much more love he hath of you than mine
;

Vea, God shall not be bitter with my love,

Seeing she is so sweet.

QUEEN.

Ah my sweet fool.

Think you when God will ruin me for sin

My face of colour shall prevail so much

With him, so soften the toothed iron's edge

To save my throat a scar ? nay, I am sure

I shall die somehow sadl)-.
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CHASTELARD.

This is pure grief

;

The shadow of your pity for my death,

Mere foolishness of pity : all sweet moods

Throw out such little shadows of themselves,

Leave such light fears behind. You, die like me ?

Stretch your throat out that I may kiss all round

Where mine shall be cut through: suppose my mouth

The axe-edge to bite so sweet a throat in twain

With bitter iron, should not it turn soft

As lip is soft to lip ?

QUEEN.

I am quite sure

I shall die sadly some day, Chastelard
;

I am quite certain.

CHASTELARD.

Do not think such things
;

Lest all my next world's memories of you be

As heavy as this thought.

QUEEN.

I will not grieve you
;

Forgive me that my thoughts were sick with grief.

What can I do to give you ease at heart ?

Shall I kiss now ? I pray you have no fear

But that I love you.

M
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CHASTELARD.

Turn your face to me
;

I do not grudge your face this death of mine
;

It is too fair—by God, you are too fair.

What noise is that ?

QUEEN.

Can the hour be through so soon ?

I bade them give me but a little hour.

Ah ! I do love you ! such brief space for love !

I am yours all through, do all your will with me
;

What if we lay and let them take us fast.

Lips grasping lips ? I dare do anything.

CHASTELARD.

Show better cheer : let no man see you mazed
;

Make haste and kiss me ; cover up your throat

Lest one see tumbled lace and prate of it.

Enter the Guard: Murray, Darnley, Mary
Hamilton, Mary Beaton, and others with thejn.

DARNLEY.

Sirs, do your charge ; let him not have much time.

MARY HAMILTON.

Peace, lest you chafe the queen : look, her brows bend.
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CHASTELARD.

Lords, and all you come hither for my sake,

If while my life was with me like a friend

That I must now forget the friendship of,

I have done a wrong to any man of you,

As it may be by fault of mine I have
;

Of such an one I crave for courtesy

He will now cast it from his mind and heed

Like a dead thing ; considering my dead fault

Worth no remembrance further than my deatli.

This for his gentle honour and goodwill

I do beseech him, doubting not to find

Such kindliness if he be nobly made

And of his birth a courteous race of man.

You, my lord James, if you have aught toward me

—

Or you, Lord Darnley—I dare fear no jot,

Whate'er this be wherein you were aggrieved.

But you will pardon all for gentleness.

DARNLEY.

For my part—yea, well, if the thing stand thus,

As you must die—one would not bear folk hard

—

And if the rest shall hold it honourable,

Why, I do pardon you.

MURRAY.

Sir, in all things
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We find no cause to speak of you but well :

For all I see, save this your deadly fault,

I hold you for a noble perfect man.

CHASTELARD.

I thank you, fair lord, for your nobleness.

You likewise, for the courtesy you have

I give you thanks, sir ; and to all these lords

That have not heart to load me' at my death.

Last, I beseech of the best queen of men

And royallest fair lady in the world

To pardon me my grievous mortal sin

Done in such great offence of her : for, sirs.

If ever since I came between her eyes

She hath beheld me other than I am
Or shown her honour other than it is,

Or, save in royal faultless courtesies,

Used me with favour; if by speech or face,

By salutation or by tender eyes.

She hath made a way for my desire to live.

Given ear to me or boldness to ray breath

;

I pray God cast me forth before day cease

Even to the heaviest place there is in hell.

Yea, if she be not stainless toward all men,

I pray this axe that I shall die upon

May cut me off body and soul from heaven.

Now for my soul's sake I dare pray to you

;

Forgive me, madam.
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QUEEN.

Yea, I do, fair sir:

With all my heart in all I pardon you.

CHASTELARD,

God thank you for great mercies. Lords, set hence

;

I am right loth to hold your patience here

;

I must not hold much longer any man's.

Bring me my way and bid me fare well forth.

\As they pass out the Queen stays Mary Beaton.

QUEEN.

Hark hither, sweet. Get back to Holyrood

And take Carmichael with you : go both up

In some chief window whence the squares lie clear

—

Seem not to know what I shall do—mark that

—

And watch how things fare under. Have good cheer

;

You do not think now I can let him die ?

Nay, this were shameful madness if you did,

And I should liate you.

MARY BEATON.

Pray you love me, madam,

And swear you love me and will let me live.

That I may die the quicker.

queen.

Nay, sweet, see.
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Nay, you shall sec, this must not seem devised
;

I will take any man with me, and go
;

Yea, for pure hate of them that hate him : yea,

Lay hold upon the headsman and bid strike

Here on my neck ; if they \vill have him die,

"WHiy, I will die too : queens have died this way

For less things than his love is. Nay, I know

They want no blood ; I will bring swords to boot

For dear love's rescue though half earth were slain

;

AVhat should men do with blood? Stand fast at

watch
;

For I will be his ransom if I die. \_Exen?it.
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Scene III.— The Upper Chamber in Holyrood.

Mary Beaton seated: Mary Carmichael a/

a zvindow.

MARY BEATON.

Do you see nothing ?

MARY CARMICHAEL.

Nay, but swarms of men

And talking women gathered in small space,

Flapping their gowns and gaping with fools' eyes :

And a thin ring round one that seems to speak.

Holding his hands out eagerly ; no more.

MARY BEATON.

Why, I hear more, I hear men shout The queen.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

Nay, no cries yet.

MARY BEATON.

Ah, they will cry out soon

When she comes forth; they should cry out on her;
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I hear their crying in my heart. Nay, sweet,

Do not you hate her ? all men, if God please,

Shall hate her one day
;
yea, one day no doubt

I shall worse hate her.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

Pray you, be at peace

;

You hurt yourself: she will be merciful

;

What, could you see a true man slain for you ?

I think I could not ; it is not like our hearts

To have such hard sides to them.

MARY BEATON.

O, not you,

And I could nowise ; there's some blood in her

That does not run to mercy as ours doth :

That fair face and the cursed heart in her

Made keener than a knife for manslaying

Can bear strange things.

MARY CAR.MICHAEL.

Peace, for the people come.

Ah—Murray, hooded Over half his face

With plucked-down hat, few folk about him, eyes

Like a man angered ; Darnley after him.

Holding our Hamilton above her wrist.

His mouth put near her hair to whisper with

—

And she laughs softly, looking at his feet.
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MARY BEATON.

She will not live long ; God hath given her

Few days and evil, full of hate and love,

I see well now.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

Hark, there's their cry

—

The queen I

Fair life and long, andgood days to the queen.

MARY BEATON.

Yea, but God knows. I feel such patience here

As I were sure in a brief while to die.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

She bends and laughs a little, graciously,

And turns half, talking to I know not whom

—

A big man with great shoulders ; ah, the face,

You get his face now—wide and duskish, yea

The youth burnt out of it. A goodly man,

Thewed mightily and sunburnt to the bone
;

Doubtless he was away in banishment.

Or kept some march far off.

MARY BEATON.

Still you see nothing ?
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MARY CARMICHAEL.

Yea, now they bring him forth with a great noise,

The folk all shouting and men thrust about

Each way from him.

MARY BEATON.

Ah, Lord God, bear with me.

Help me to bear a little with my love

For thine own love, or give me some quick death.

Do not come down ; I shall get strength again,

Only my breath fails. Looks he sad or blithe ?

Not sad I doubt yet.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

Nay, not sad a whit.

But like a man who losing gold or lands

Should lose a heavy sorrow ; his face set.

The eyes not curious to the right or left,

And reading in a book, his hands unbound,

\\'ith short fleet smiles. The whole place catche

breath,

Looking at him ; she seems at point to speak :

Now she lies back, and laughs, with her brows drawn

And her lips drawn too. Now they read his crime

—

1 see the laughter tightening her chin

:

Why do you bend your body and draw breath?

They will not slay him in her sight ; I am sure

She will not have him slain.



SCENE III.] CHASTELARD. 171

MARY BEATON.

Forth, and fear not

:

I was just praying to myself—one word,

A prayer I have to say for her to God

If he will iTiind it.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

Now he looks her side

;

Something he says, if one could hear thus far

:

She leans out, lengthening her throat to hear

And her eyes shining.

MARY BEATON,

Ah, I had no hope

:

Yea thou God knowest that I had no hope.

Let it end quickly.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

Now his eyes are wide

And his smile great ; and like another smile

The blood fills all his face. Her cheek and neck

Work fast and hard ; she must have pardoned him.

He looks so merrily. Now he comes forth

Out of that ring of people and kneels do^vn

;

Ah, how the helve and edge of the great axe

Turn in the sunlight as the man shifts hands

—

It must be for a show : because she sits
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And hardly moves her head this way— I see

Her chin and hfted Hps. Now she stands up,

Puts out her hand, and they fall muttering

;

Ah!

MARY P.EATON.

It is done now ?

MARY CARMICHAEL.

For God's love, stay there
;

Do not look out. Nay, he is dead by this

;

But gather up yourself from off the floor

;

Will she die too ? I shut mine eyes and heard

—

Sweet, do not beat your face upon the ground.

Nay, he is dead and slain.

MARY BEATON.

Wliat, slain indeed ?

I knew he would be slain. Ay, through the neck

:

I knew one must be smitten through the neck

To die so quick : if one were stabbed to the heart,

He would die slower.

MARY CARMICHAEL,

Will you behold him dead ?

MARY BEATON.

Yea : must a dead man not be looked upon
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That living one was fain of? give me way.

Lo you, what sort of hair this fellow had

;

The doomsman gathers it into his hand

To grasp the head by for all men to see

;

I never did that.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

For God's love, let me go.

MARY BEATON.

I think sometimes she must have held it so,

Holding his head back, see you, by the hair

To kiss his face, still lying in his arms.

Ay, go and weep : it must be pitiful

If one could see it. What is this they say?

So perish the queeti's traitors ! Yea, but so

Perish the queen ! God, do thus much to her

For his sake only : yea, for pity's sake

Do thus much with her.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

Prithee come in with me
Nay, come at once.

MARY BEATON.

If I should meet with her

And spit upon her at her coming in

But if I live then shall I see one day
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When God will smite her lying harlot's mouth

—

Surely I shall. Come, I will go with you

;

We will sit down together face to face

Now, and keep silence ; for this life is hard,

And the end of it is quietness at last.

Come, let us go : here is no word to say.

AN USHER.

Make way there for the lord of Bothwell ; room-

Place for my lord of Bothwell next the queen.

EXPLICIT.
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IMPORTANT VOLUME OF ETCHINGS.
Folio, cloth extra, £,\ I \s. bd.

Examples of Conte^nporary Art.
ETCHINGS from Representative Works by living English and
Foreign Artists. Edited, with Critical Notes, by J. Comyns
Carr.

Folio, half-bound boards, India proofs, 2IJ.

William Blake :

ETCHINGS from his Works. By William Bell Scott.
With descriptive Text.

NEW VOLUME OF HUNTING SKETCHES.
Oblong 4to, half-bound boards, 2ij.

Canters in Crampshire.
By G. Bowers. I. Gallops from Gorseborough. II. Scrambles
with Scratch Packs, III. Studies with Stag Hounds.

Square 8vo, cloth, extra gilt, gilt edges, with Coloured Frontispiece
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The Art of Beauty,
By Mrs. H. R. Haweis, Author of "Chaucer for Children. *'

With nearly One Hundred Illustrations by the Author.
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Crown 4to, containing 24 Plates beautifully printed in Colours, with

descriptive Text, cloth extra, gilt, ds. ; illustrated boards, 3J. bd,

^sop's Fables
Translated into Human Nature. By C. H. Bennett.

" For Jun and ^rolic the neiv version of /Esop's Fables must bear away tht
paltn. Thtre are plenty ofgrmvn-up children who like to it amused ; and if this

neiv version oj old stories does not amuse them they must be aery dull indeed,
and their situation one much to be commiserated."—Mokning Post.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with 639 Illustrations, ^s. 6d., a New Edition
(uniform with "The Englishman's House") of

A Handbook of Architectural Styles.
Translated from the German of A. RosENGARTEN by AV.

Collett-Sandars. With 639 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, Coloured Frontispiece and Illustrations, cloth gilt, "js. 6 .•'.

A History of Advertising,
From the Earliest Times. Illustrated by Anecdotes, Curious
Specimens, and Biographical Notes of Successful Advertisers.

By Henry Sampson.
"' iVe have here a book to be thankfulfor. Among the many interesting illustra-

timisis a photogra/>lied cof'y of the ' Times' for January ist, 1788, ivhich may be
fosily read by means of a magnifying ^lass. IVe recommend the present rwlume,
ohich takes us through antiquity, the Middle Ages, and the present time, illustrat-

ine all in turn by advertisements—serious, comic, roguish, or do^vnright rascally.

The chapter on ' siuindles and hoaxes' is full of entertainment ; but qf that til*

volume itself isfullfrom tlufirst page to the last."—Athen^um.

Crown 8vo, with Portrait and Facsimile, cloth extra, 7^. 6d.

Artemus Ward's Works:
The Works of Charles Farrer Browne, better known as

Artemus Ward. With Portrait, facsimile of Handwriting, &c.
" Tlie author combines the poivers of Thackeray with those of Albert Smith.

T/u salt is rubbed in with a native hand—one which has t/u gift of tickling."—
Saturdav Rkview.

Small 4to, green and gold, 6s. 6d.
;

gilt edges, Ts. 6d.

As Pretty as Seve7i,
and other Popular German Stories. Collected by LuDWiG
Bechstein. With Additional Tales by the Brothers Grim M,

and 100 Illustrations by Richter.
•• These tales are pure and healthful ; they tuill shed oiier childhood a rosy

light, and stre^v the path with stars andflowers, the remembrance of whtck wilt

last through life."—fn.Ji.fACli.
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 'js. 6d.

A Handbook of London Bankers ;
With some Account of their Predecessors, the Early Goldsmiths

;

together with Lists of Bankers, from the Earliest London Direc-
tory, printed in 1677, to that of the London Post-Office Directory
of 1876. By F. G. Hilton Price.

**A7i interesting and unpretending little work, which may prove a useful con-
tribution, toivards the history ofa difficult subject. . . . Mr. Price's anecdotes
are e^itertaining. .... There is somethins fascinating, almost romantic,
in the details given us of Child's Batik. . . . Tliere is a great deal ofamusing
reading and some valuable information in this book."—Sa.t\jruk\ Review.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gs.

Bardsley's Ottr English Surnames:
Their Sources and Significations. By Charles Wareing
Bardsley, M.A. Second Edition, revised throughout, con-
siderably enlarged, and partially rewritten.

" Mr. Bardsley hasfaithfully consulted the original mediceval documents and
works from which the origin and development of surnames can alone be satisfac-
torily traced. He hasfurnished a valuable cotitribution to the literature ofsur-
names, and we hope to hear more ofhim in this field."—Times.

Demy 8vo, illustrated, u. each.

Henry Blackburn 's Art Handbooks

:

Acadcviy Notes for iSyj.
.With 143 Illustrations of the Principal Pictures at Bur-
lington House : more than One Hundred being Facsimiles of
Sketches drawn by the Artists.

** Academy Notes for 1875 and 1876 may also be had, price
One Shilling each.

" We at 07ice take an opportunity of offering our thanks, as well as those
ofall visitors to the Exhibition, to Mr. Blackburn for his very carefully
executed revie^v of the Academy pictures, illustrated by some loo woodcut
7nemoranda of the principalpictures, almost half ofthemfrom thepencils of
the painters themselves. A cheaper, prettier, or more convenioit souvenir
of the Exhibition it would be difficult to co7iceive and unreasonable to
expect."—Times.

Pictorial Notes in the National Gallery.
The British School. With upwards of 100 Illustrations
of the principal Pictures at Trafalgar Square, and Plans
of the Galleries ; forming a complete Catalogue of the British
Section.

The Old Masters at Trafalgar Square.
With numerous Illustrations. [/« the press.

Pictures at South Kensington.
With 80 Illustrations of the Raphael Cartoons, the Sheep-
shanks Collection, «Scc.
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Demy Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, \%s.

Baker's Clouds in the East:
Travels and Adventures on the Perso-Turkoman Frontier. By
Valentine Baker. With Maps and Illustrations, coloured
and plain, from Original Sketches. Second Edition, revised and
corrected.

" A man who not only thinks/or himself, but who has risked his life in order to
gain in/ortiiaiion A viost graphic and lively narrative of travels aiid
adventures tuhich have nothing of the commonplace about them."—Lkeds
Mercury.

Crovm Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, ys. 6d.

Boccaccio's Deca^neron ;
or. Ten Days' Entertainment. Translated into English, with an
Introduction by Thomas Wright, Esq., M.A., F.S.A. With
Portrait, and Stothard's beautiful Copperplates.

Price One Shilling Monthly, with P'our Illustrations.

Belgravia Magazine.
'THA T the purpose -with which " BELGRA VIA " was originated has been^ fulfilled, is shown by the popularity that has attended it since its first
appearance. Aiming, as maybe in/erredfrom its name, at supplying the most
refined and cultivated section of London society with intellectual pabulum suited
to its requirements, it sprang at once into public favour, and has since remained
Ofte of the most extensively readand widely circulated of periodicals. In passing
into new hands it has experienced no structural change or modification. In-
creased energy and increased capital have been e7)iployed in elez'ating it to the
highest standard ofexcellence, but all thefeatures that had won public apprecia-
tion have been retained, and the Magazine still seeks its prrincipal support in the
homes of Bclgravia. As the tneans through which the writer most readily reaches
the heart of the generalpublic, and in consequence as the most important of aids
in the establishment of morals and theformation ofcliaracter,fiction still remains
a principalfeature in the Magazine. Two serial stories accordingly run through
its pages ; supplemented by short stories, no^'elettes, and narratixie or dramatic
sketcJies : whilst essays, social, biographical, and humorous ; scientific discoveries
brought to the level ofpopular comprehension, and treated with a light touch ;
poetry, o/ the highest character ; and records of adventure and travel, form the
remaining portion of t-he contents. Especial care is now besto^ved upon the
illustrations, of which no fewer than four appear in each number. Beyond the
design of illustrating the article they accompany, these aim at maintaining a
position as works of art, both as regards drawing and engraving. In short,
•whatever claims the Magazine before possessed tofavour have nenu been enhanced,
and tlie Publishers can but leave the result to a public that has seldomfailed to
appreciate all earnest, persistent, and well-directed effortsfor its amusement and
benefit.

*,* The THIRTY-THIRD Volume of BELGRA VIA (zvkUh in-
cludis the Holiday Number), elegantly bound in crimson cloth, full
gilt side and back, gilt edges, price "^s. 6d., is now ready.—Handsome
Cases for binding the volume can be had at 2s. each.

Third Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6j.

Boudoir Ballads :

Vers de Socictc. By J. Ashby-Sterry.
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Imperial 4to, cloth extra, gilt and gilt edges, price 2is. per volume.

Beatttiful Pictures by British Artists :

A Gathering of Favourites from our Picture Galleries. In 2 Series.

The First Series including Examples by Wilkie, Con-
stable, Turner, Mulreadv, Landseer, Maclise, E. M.
Ward, Frith, Sir John Gilbert, Leslie, Ansdell, Marcus
Stone, Sir Noel Paton, Faed, Eyre Crowe, Gavin O'Neil,
and Madox Brown.
The Second Series containing Pictures by Armytage, Faed,

Goodall, Hemsley, Horsley, Marks, Nicholls, Sir Noel
Paton, Pickersgill, G. Smith, Marcus Stone, Solomon,
Straight, E. M. Ward, and Warren.

All engraved on Steel in the highest style of Art. Edited, with
Notices of the Artists, by Sydney Armytage, M.A.

" TAis book is well got up, and good engravings by Jeens, Lu7nb Stocks, and
otJiers, bring back to us pictures of Royal Academy Exhibitions ofpast years"—Times.

Croi\Ti 8vo, with Photographic Portrait, cloth extra, gj.

Bla7ichard's (Lanian) Poems.
Now first Collected. Edited, with a Life of the Author (includ-

ing numerous hitherto unpublished Letters from Lord Lytton,
Lamb, Dickens, Robert Browning, and others), by Blan-
CHARD JeRROLD.

"His humorous verse is much of it admirable— sparkling with genuine
esprit,' and as polished and pointed as Praed's."—Scotsman.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^s. 6d.

Bret Harte 's Select Works,
in Prose and Poetry. With Introductory Essay by J. M. Bel-
lew. Portrait of the Author, and 50 Illustrations.

"Not }nany months before -iity friend's death, he had sent me two sketches of
a you7ig American writer (Bret Harte), far away in California C Tlu Out~
casts of Poker Flat,' and another), in which he hadfound stich subtle strokes

ofcharacter as he had not anywhere else iti late years discovered ; the manner
resembling hitnself, but the }natter fresh to a degree that had surprised him ;
the paintitig itt all respects masterly, and the wild rude thing painted a quite
wonderful reality. I 7iave rarely known hitn more ho7iestly moved."—Forstkr's
Life of Dickens

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 'js. 6d.

Brand's Observations on Popular Anti-
quities, chiefly Illustrating the Origin of our Vulgar Customs,
Ceremonies, and Superstitions. With the Additions of Sir
Henry Ellis. An entirely New and Revised Edition, with fine

full-page Illustrations.
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Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with full-page Portraits, 4?. dd.

Brewster's (Sir David) Martyrs of
Science.

Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Astronomical Plates, 4^. 6^.

Brewster's (Sir David) More Worlds
than One, the Creed of the Philosopher and the Hope of the

Christian.

Small crowTa 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Brillat-Savarin's Gastrono7ny as a Fine
Art; or, The Science of Good Living. A Translation of the
" Physiologic du Gofit " of Brillat-Savarin, with an Intro-

duction and Explanatory Notes by R. E. Anderson, M.A.
" We have read it ivith rare enjoyvtC7it,jiist as ive have delightedly read and

re-read quaint old Izaak. Mr. Anderson has done his work of translation

daintily, with trtie appreciation of the points in his original, and altogether,

though late, we cannot but believe that this book will be welcomed and much read
by >«a«^."—Nonconformist.

Demy Svo, profusely Illustrated in Colours, price 30J.

The British Flora Medica

:

A History of the Medicinal Plants of Great Britain. Illustrated

by a Figure of each Plant, coloured by hand. By Benjamin H.
Barton, F.L.S., and Thomas Castle, M.D., F.R.S. A New
Edition, revised, condensed, and partly re-written, by John R.

Jackson, A. L.S., Curator of the Museums of Economic Botany,

Royal Gardens, Kew.

The Stothard Bunyan.—Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 7^. 6^.

Bttnyan 's Pilgrims Progress.
Edited by Rev. T. Scott. With 17 beautiful Steel Plates by
Stothard, engraved by Goodall ; and numerous Woodcuts.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, "js. dd.

Byron *s Letters and yournals.
With Notices of his Life. By TiiOMAs Moore. A Reprint of

the Original Edition, newly revised. Complete in One thick Voliune,

with Twelve full-page Plates.

" We have read this book with the greatest pleasure. Considered merely as a

composition, it deserves to be classed among the best specimens of English prose

which our age has produced. . . . The style is agreeable, clear, and manly,

and when it rises into eloquence, rises without effort or ostentation. It would

be difficult to name a book which exhibits more kindness, fairnese, and modesty."
—RIacaulay, in the Edinburgh Review.]
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Demy 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 3IJ. dd.

Canova 's Works in Sculpture andModel-
ling. 150 Plates, exquisitely engraved in Outline by Moses, and
printed on an India tint. With Descriptions by the Countess
Albrizzi, a Biographical Memoir by CiCOGNARA, and Por-
trait by WORTHINGTON.

" The fertility of this master's resources is amazing, and the manual labour
expended on his works would have worn out many an ordinary workman. The
outline engravings arefinely executed. Tfie descriptive notes are discritninating,
and in tlie main exact."—Spectator.

Two Vols, imperial 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, the Plates beautifully

printed in Colours, £'^ 3J'.

Catlin's Illustratiojis of the Manners,
Ciistoftis, and Condition of the North American Indians : the re-

sult of Eight Years of Travel and Adventure among the Wildest
and most Remarkable Tribes now existing. Containing 360
Coloured Engravings from the Author's original Paintings.

Small 4to, cloth gilt, with Coloured Illustrations, los. 6d.

Chaucer for Childreit :

A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. With Eight Coloured
Pictures and numerous Woodcuts by the Author.

" // must not only take a high place among the Christmas and New Year books

of this season, but is also ofpermanent value as an iyitroduction to the study of
Chaucer, whose works, in selections of so7ne kind or other, are now text-books in
every school that aspires to give sound instrzection iji English^—Academy.

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Coloured Illustrations and Maps, 24J.

Copes History of the Rifle Brigade
(The Prince Consort's Own), formerly the 95th. By Sir William
H. Cope, formerly Lieutenant, Rifle Brigade.

" This latest contribution to the history of the British army is a work of tlie

most varied information regarding the distinguished regiment whose life it nar-
rates, and also of facts interesting to the student i7t military affairs. . . .

Great credit is due to Sir IV. Cope for the patience and labour, extending over
many years, which he has given to the work. . . . In many cases well-exe-
CJited plans of actions are given.''—Morning Post.

'''Even a bare record of a corps which has so often been under fire, and has
borne a part in important^ engagements all over the world, could not prove
other^vise than full of tnatter acceptable to the jnilitary reader."—Athen.iEUM.

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt. Two very thick Volumes, ^s. 6d. each.

Cruikshank's Comic Almanack.
Complete in Two Series : The First from 1835 to 1843 ; the

Second from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering of the Best Humour
of Thackeray, Hood, Mayhew, Albert Smith, A'Beck-
ETT, Robert Brough, &c. With 2000 Woodcuts and Steel

Engravings by Cruikshank, Hine, Landells, &c
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 'js. 6d.

Cohnan's Hmiioroiis Works:
"Broad Grins," "My Nightgown and Slippers," and other

Humorous Works, Prose and Poetical, of George Colman.
With Life by G. B. Buckstone, and Frontispiece by HoGARTH.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Portraits, ^s. 6d.

Creasy's Memoirs of Eminent Etonians,
with Notices of the Early History of Eton College. By Sir

Edward Creasy, Author of "The Fifteen Decisive Battles of

the World." A New Edition, brought down to the Present

Time, with 13 Illustrations.

'* A neiu edition of ^ Creasy's Etoniatis' will be welcome. The book was a
favourite a quarter 0/a century ago, and it has maintaifted its reputation. The
value of this new edition is enhanced by the fact that Sir Edward Creasy has
added 10 it several tnernoirs of Etonians who have died since tlu first edition
appeared. The work is eminently interesting."—Scotsman.

To be Completed in Twenty-four Parts, quarto, at ^s. each, profusely

illustrated by Coloured and Plain Plates and Wood Engravings,

Cyclopcedia of Costume ;
or, A Dictionary of Dress—Regal, Ecclesiastical, Civil, and Mili-

tary—from the Earliest Period in England to the reign of George
the Third. Including Notices of Contemporaneous Fashions on
the Continent, and preceded by a General History of the Costumes
of the Principal Countries of Europe. By J. R. Planch^,
Somerset Herald.— A Prospectus will be sent upon application.

Part XVIII. just ready.
'^A most readable and interesting work—and it can scarcely be consulted in

vain, whether the reader is in seai-ch for information as to military, court,

ecclesiastical, legal, orprofessional costume. . . . All the chromo-lithographs,

and most of the woodcut illustrations—the latter amounting to several thousands
—are very elaborately e.recuted ; and the workfortns a livre de \\\ii.e.which renders

it equally suited to the library and the ladies' drawing-room."—Times.

*»* Part XIV. coutaius the Covipletion ofthe DICTIONAR V, which,

as Vol. I. of the Booh, fon/is a Complete Work in itself. This volume

may noiv be had, handsomely bound in half red morocco, gilt top, price

£^ ly. 6d. Cases for binding the vohitne may also be had, price $s. each.

The remaining Parts will be occupied by the GENERAL HISTOR Y
OF THE COSTUMES OF EUROPE, arrattged Chronologically.

Demy 8vo, half-bound morocco, 2\s.

Dtbdin's Bibliomania ;

or, Book-Madness : A Bibliographical Romance. With numerous
Illustrations. A New Edition, with a Supplement, including a

Key to the Assumed Characters in the Drama.
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Parts I. to XII. now ready, 2iJ. each.

Cttssans' History of Hertfordshire.
By John E, Cussans. Illustrated with full-page Plates on Copper
and Stone, and a profusion of small Woodcuts.

" Mr. Cussans has, jro»i sources not accessible to Cluttcrhiick, made most
valuable additions to tlie manorial history of the county from the earliest period
dowmuards, cleared up matiy doubtful points, and g-iven original details con-

cerning various subjects untoicched or imperfectly treated by that writer. The
pedigrees seem to have been constricctediuith great care, and area valuable addition

to tlie genealogical history of the county. Mr. Cussans appears to have done
his work conscientiously^ and to have spared neither time, labotir, nor expense to

render his volumes iiMfrtky ofranking in the highest class of County Histories,"
—Academy,

Two Vols. 8vo, cloth extra, 30^-.

Dixon s White Conquest:
America in 1875. By W. Hepworth Dixon.

" The best written, most ifistructive, and most entertaining book that Mr.
Dixon has published si>ice'New America.'"—Athen^um.

Second Edition, demy 8vo, cloth gilt, with Illustrations, i8j.

Dimraven's The Great Divide:
A Narrative of Travels in the Upper Yellowstone in the Summer
of 1874. By the Earl of Dunraven. With Maps and numerous
striking full-page Illustrations by Valentine W. Bromley.

" There has tiot for a long time appeared a better book of travel than Lord
Dunraven's ' Tlie Great Divide.' . . . The book isfull of clever observation,

and both narrative and illustrations are tlioroughly good."—Athen^um.

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 24^.

Dodge's (Colonel) The Hunting Grounds
of the Great West : A Description of the Plains, Game, and
Indians of the Great North American Desert. By Richard
Irving Dodge, Lieutenant-Colonel of the United States Army.
With an Introduction by William Blackmore ; Map, and
numerous Illustrations drawn by ERNEST Griset.

" This magnificent volume is one of the most able and most interesting works
which has ever proceededfrom an American pen, while its freshness is equal to

that of any similar book. Colonel Dodge has chosen a subject of which lie is

master, and treated it with afulness that leaves nothing more to be desired, and
in a style which is charming equally for its picturesqueness and its purity."
—Nonconformist.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, ds.

Emanuel On Diamonds and Precious
stones : their History,Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests for

ascertaining their Reality. By Harry Emanuel, F.R.G.S.
With numerous Illustrations, Tinted snd Plain.
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 1$. 6d.

The Englishman's House:
A Practical Guide to all interested in Selecting or Building a

House, with full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C. J.
Richardson. Third Edition. With nearly 600 Illustrations.

•»• This book is intended to supply a long-felt want, viz., a plain, non-technical
account of every style of Iwuse, with the cost and manner of building ; it gives
every variety,from a workman's cottage to a nobleman's palace.

Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 6s. per Volume ; a few Large Paper
copies (only 50 printed), at 12s. per Vol.

Early English Poets.
Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, by Rev. A. B. Grosart.

"Mr. Grosart has spent the most laborious and the most enthusiastic care on
the perfect restoration and preservation of the text; and it is very unlikely that

any other edition of tlu poet can ever be called for. . . From Mr. Grosart we
always expect and always receive thefinal results ofmost patient and competent
scholarship."—ExAMiSEK.

I. Fletcher'S( Giles, B.D.) \

Complete Collected Poems. V^xxh

^ ^, 1 r, <-i,^..'o \7;^t,^,-;„ Memonal-Introduction and Notes,_C<,^/././'..mChnstsV.ctone
in Heaven C^nst s Victone on

^ ^^^ Glossarial Index. &c.
Earth, Christ s Triumph over Thrpp Vok
Death. and Minor Poems.

\

If^ree Vols.

„,.,.,
4. Sidney s (Sir Philip)

Complete Poetical ll'orks, in-

cluding all those in "Arcadia."
With Portrait. Memorial-Intro-
duction, Essay on the Poetry of
Sidney, and Notes. Three Vols.

5. Do7ine's (Dr. John)
Complete Poetical ]A'orks, in-

cluding the Satires and various
from MSS. With Memorial-In-
troduction and Notes.

[/« thepress.

With Memorial-Introduction and

Notes. One Vol.

2. Davies' (Sir John)
Complete Poetical Works, in-

cluding Psalms I. to L. in Verse,

and other hitherto Unpublished

MSS., for the first time Col-

lected and Edited. With Me-
morial-Introduction and Notes.

Two Vols.

3. Herrick's (Robert)Hes-
feridcs, Neble Numbers, and

•»• Other volumes are in activepreparation.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 6j.

FairhoWs Tobacco:
Its History and Associations ; with an Account of the Plant and

its Manufacture, and its Modes of Use in all Ages and Countries.

By F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. A New Edition, with Coloured

Frontispiece and upwards of lOO Illustrations by the Author.

"A very pleasant and instructive history of tobacco and its associations, which

we cordially recommend alike to the votaries and to the enemies of the much-

maligned but certainly not neglected weed. . . . Full of interest and in-

formation."—DM^y News.
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 4^. dd.

Faraday 's Chemical History ofa Candle.
Lectures delivered to a Juvenile Audience. A New Edition.

Edited by W. Crookes, F.C.S. With numerous Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 4^. dd.

Faraday's Various Forces of Nature.
A New Edition. Edited by W. Crookes, F.C. S. With numerous
Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7^. da.

Finger-Ring Lore:
Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal.—Earliest Notices; Supersti-

tions ; Ring Investiture, Secular and Ecclesiastical ; Betrothal and
Wedding Rings ; Ring-tokens ; Memorial and Mortuary Rings ;

Posy-Rings ; Customs and Incidents in Connection with Rings

;

Remarkable Rings, &c. By William Jones, F.S. A. With Hun-
dreds of Illustrations of Curious Rings of all Ages and Countries.

" Enters fully into the luliole subject, and gives an amount of infor^nation

and general reading in reference thereto which is of very high interest. The
hook is not only a sort of history offinger-rings, but is a collection of anecdotes

in connection "Mith them. . . . The volume is admirably illustrated, and
altogetlter affords an amount ofamusement and information which is not other-

wise easily accessible."—Scotsmau.
" One of those gossiping books which are as full of a?nusement as of instruc-

tion"—AtHENvBUM.

The Ruskin Grimm.—Square crovra 8vo, cloth extra, 6j. 6^.j

gilt edges, 'js. 6d.

German Popular Stories,
Collected by the Brothers Grimm, and Translated by Edgar
Taylor. Edited, with an Introduction, by John Ruskin.
With 22 Illustrations after the inimitable designs of George
Cruikshank. Both Series Complete.

" T)ie illustrations of this volu77ie . . . , are of quite sterling and admirable
art, ofa class /^7-ecisely parallel in elevation to the duiracter of the tales which
they illustrate ; and the original etchings, as I have before said iti the Appendix to

my ' Elements of Drawijtg, ' were unrivalled in tnasterfubiess of touch situe Rein-

brandt [in some qualities of delitieation, unrivalled even by hint). . . . To make
somewhat enlarged copies of them, looking at them through a magnifying glass,

atid neverputting two lities where Cruikshank has put only one, would be an exer-

cise in decision a7id severe drawing which wo7tld leave afterwards little to be learnt

iti schools."—Extract from Introduction by John Ruskin.

One Vol. crown 8vo, cloth extra, gs.

Gilbert 's (IV. S.J Original Plays

:

"A Wicked World," "Charity," "The Palace of Truth,"
" Pygmalion," "Trial by Jury," &c.

" His workmanship is in its way perfect ; it is very sottnd, very even, ver

well sustained, and excellently balanced throughout"—Observbr.
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One Shilling Monthly, Illustrated by Arthur Hopkins.

The Gentlernaii 's Magazine.
Edited by Sylvan us Urban, Gentleman.

TN seeking to restore the " GENTLEMAN^S MAGAZINE " lo the position
•* It fortnerly held, the Publislvers do not Use sight o/ tlu changed conditions
under -which it now appears. IVhile maintaining an historical continuity which
dates back to the reign of George the Second, there will be no attempt to burden
the prcseiU with the weight of a distant past, or to adiure slavishly to traditions
the application of which is unsuited to the altered conditions oj society at tlu
present time. It is sought to render the Magazine to the gentleman of to-day
what in earlier times it proved to the gentleman of a past generation. New
features will be introduced to take the place of those wluch disappear ; in the
most ijnporiattt respects, lunvcver, the connecting links between the present and
the past will be closest. Biography and History, which have always formed a
cotispicuous portion of the contents, xviil retain the prominettce assigned t/iem,
and will be treated with the added breadth that springsfrom increasedfamili-
arity with authorities atid more exact appreciation of the province of tlu
Btograplur and the Historian. Science, which confers ttfon the age special
eminence, will luive its latest conclusions and forecasts presented in a manner
wnich sliall bring them within the grasp of the general reader. The philo-
sophical aspect of Politics, the matters which affect Imperial interests, will be
separatedfrom the rivalries of party, and will receive a due share of attention.
Arcliaology (under which comprehensive head may be included Genealogy, To-
pography, and other similar matters). Natural History, Sport and Adventure,
Poetry, Bellts Lettrcs, A rt in all its manifestations, will constitute a portion
(f tlu contejits ; and Essays upon social subjects will, as Iieretofore, be inter-
spersed. U/ider the head of Table Talk matters of current interest will be
discussed, andfacts of histortt value will be preserved. A Work of Fiction by
some novelist of highest position will run through tlu pages of the Magazine,
and will be illustrated by artists of kno-ivn excellence. VVith a full sense of
wliat is involved in their promise, and with a firm resolution to abide by their
pledges, tlu Publishers undertake to spare no exertion that is necessary to secure
the highest class of contributions, to place the Magazine in tlu first ratik of
serials, and to fit it to take its place on the table and on tlu shelves of all classes
of cultivated Etiglishmen.
** Now ready, the Volume for January to yum, 1877, cloih extra,

price 8j. dd. ; and Casesfor bindin^^, price 2s. each.

Demy 4to, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 3IJ. 6d.

Gillray the Caricaturist :

The Story of his Life and Times, with Anecdotal Descriptions of
his Engravings. Edited by THOMAS WRIGHT, Esq., M.A., F.S.A.
With 83 full-page Plates, and numerous Wood Engravings.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with a J^Iap, 3J-. 6d.

Gold ;
or, Legal Regulations for the Standard of Gold and Silver
Ware in the different Countries of the World. Translated from
the German of Studnitz by Mrs, Brewer, and Edited, with
additions, by Edwin W. Streeter.

Crown Svo, cloth gilt and gilt edges, 7^-. dd.

The Golden Treasury of Thought :

An Encyclopaedia of Quotations from Writers of all Times
and Countries. Selected and Edited by Theodore Taylor.
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Square i6mo (Tauchnitz size), cloth extra, 2j. per volume.

The Golden Library:
Bayard Taylor's Diver-

sions of the Echo Club-

The Book of ClericalA nec-
dotes.

Byron's Don Juan.

Carlyle (Thomas) on the
Choice of Books. With a Me-
moir. IS, 6d.

Emerson's Letters and
Social Aims.

Godwin's( William)L ives

of the Necromancers.

Holmes's Autocrat of the
Breakfast Table. With an In-

troduction by G. A. Sala.

Holmes's Professor at the
Breakfast Table.

Hood's Whims and Oddi-
ties. Complete. With all the

original Illustrations.

Irving's ( Washington)
Tales of a Traveller.

Irving's ( Washington)
Tales ofthe Alhattibra.

Jesse's (Edzvard) Scenes
and Occupations ofCountry Life.

Lamb's Essays of Elia.
Both Series Complete in One Vol.

Leigh Hunt's Essays : A
Tale for a Chimney Corner, and
other Pieces. With Portrait, and
Introduction by Edmund Ollier

Mallory's (Sir Thomas)
Mort d'Arthur : The Stories of
King Arthur and of the Knights
of the Round Table. Edited by
B. MONTGOMERIE RANKING.

Pascal's Provincial Let-
ters. A New Translation, with
Historical Introduction and
Notes, by T. iVI'CRiE, D.D.,
LL.D.

Pope's Complete Poetical
Works.

RocJiefoncaiild 's Maxims
and Moral Reflectiojis. With
Notes, and an Introductory
Essay by Sainte-Beuve.

St. Pierre's Paul and
Virginia, and the Indian Cot-

tage. Edited, with Life, by the

Rev. E. Clarke.

Shelley 's Early Poems
and Queen Mab, with Essay by
Leigh Hunt.

Shelley 's Later Poems :

Laon and Cythna, &c.

Shelley's PostJiumous
Poems, the Shelley Papers, &c.

Shelley's Prose Works

^

including A Refutation of Deism,
Zastrozzi, St. Irvyne, &c.

White's Natural History
of Selborne. Edited, with addi-

tions, by Thomas Brown,
F.L.S,

" A series of excellently printed and carefully annotated volumes, handy in size,

and altogether attractive."—Bookseller.

Small 8vo, cloth gilt, ()s.

Gosse's King Erik :

A Tragedy. By Edmund W. Gosse. Vignette by W. B. Scott.
" We have seldom seen so 7?iarked ati advance in a second book beyond a first

Its merits are solid and of a very high order."— Acadei.iv.
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Small 8vo, cloth gilt, 5^.

Gosse On Viol andFhite.
Second Edition. With a Vignette by W. B. ScOTT.

Half-bound, paper boards, zu. ; or elegantly half-bound crimson
morocco, gilt, 25J.

The Graphic Portfolio.
Fifty Engravings from "The Graphic," most carefully printed on
the finest plate paper (18 in. by 15 in.) from the Original Engravings.

The Drawings are by S. L. Fildes, Helen Paterson, Hubert
Herkomer, Sydney Hall, E. J. Gregory, G. D. Leslie,

W. Small, G. Du Maurier, Sir John Gilbert, G. J. Pin-

well, Charles Green, G. Durand, M. E. Edwards, A. B.

Houghton, H. S. Marks, F, W. Lawson, H. Weigall,
and others.

" Contains some of tJie choicest sfieciment, both ofdrawing and wood-engraving.

Adtnirable in details and expression, and engraved with rare deliccuy."—Daily
News.

Demy Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, z\s.

Greeks and Romans (The Life of the),

Described from Antique Monuments. By Ernst Guhl and W.
Koner. Translated from the Third German Edition, and Edited

by Dr. F. Hueffer. With 545 Illustrations.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 'js. 6d.

Greenwood's Loiu-Life Deeps:
An Account of the Strange Fish to be found there ; including
" The Man and Dog Fight," with much additional and con-

firmatory evidence; "With a Tally-Man," "A Fallen Star,"

"The Betting Barber," "A Coal Marriage," &c. By James
Greenwood. With Illustrations in tint by Alfred Concanen.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 'js. 6i/.

Greenwood's JVilds of London:
Descriptive Sketches, from Personal Observations and Experience,

of Remarkable Scenes, People, and Places in London. By James
Greenwood. With 12 Tinted Illustrations by Alfred Concanen.

" Mr. yames Greenwood presents himself once more in the character of ' ont

•whose delight it is to do his humble endeavotir towards exposing and extirpating

tocial abuses and those hole-and-coriur evils which afflict society.' "SA.TVRDAr
Review.
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Crovm 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 4^. dd.

Gtiyot 's Earth mid Man ;
or, Physical Geography in its Relation to the History of Mankind.
With Additions by Professors Agassiz, Pierce, and Gray. i2
Maps and Engravings on Steel, some Coloured, and a copious Index.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6j.

Hake 's New Symbols

:

Poems. By Thomas Gordon Hake.
" The entire book breathes a pure and ennobling influence, shews •welcome

originality of idea and illustratio7i, and yields the highestproofof imaginative
faculty and maturepower of expression."—Athenaeum.

Medium 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7^. 6^.

Hairs (Mrs. S. C.) Sketches of Irish
Character. With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by
Daniel Maclise, Sir John Gilbert, W. Harvey, and G.
Cruikshank.

" The Irish Sketches of this lady resemble Miss Mitford's beautiful English
Sketches in ' Our Village,' but they are far more vigorous and picturesque and
bright." — Bi^ACKWoou's Magazine.

Three Vols, royal 4to, cloth boards, £6 6s.

Historical Portraits ;
Upwards of 430 Engravings of Rare Prints. Comprising the

Collections of Rood, Richardson, Caulfield, &c. With
Descriptive Text to every Plate, giving a brief outline of the most
important Historical and Biographical Facts and Dates connected
with each Portrait, and references to original Authorities.

Two Vols. 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 36J.

Haydon s Correspondence & Table-Talk.
With a Memoir by his Son, Frederic Wordsworth Haydon.
Comprising a large number of hitherto Unpublished Letters from
Keats, Wilkie, Southey, Wordsworth, Kirkup, Leigh
Hunt, Landseer, Horace Smith, SirG. Beaumont, Goethe,
Mrs. Siddons, Sir Walter Scott, Talfourd, Jeffrev, Miss
MiTFORD, Macready, Mrs. Browning, Lockhart, Hallam,
and others. With 23 Illustrations, including Facsimiles of many
interesting Sketches, Portraits of Haydon by Keats ?ad Wilkie,
and Haydon's Portraits of Wilkie, Keats, and Maria Foote.

" Tliere can, we think, be no question of its interest in a purely biographical

ense, or of its literary merit. The letters and table-talk form a most valuable
^mtribution to the social and artistic history of the time."—Pall Mall Gazettk
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Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, 7j. dd.

Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works,
In Prose and Verse. Including the Cream of the Comic
Annuals. With Life of the Author, Portrait, and over Two
Hundred original Illustrations.

" Not only does the volume incbide ike better-known foenis by the author, but
also what is happily describedas ' the Cream of the Comic Annuals' Such delicious

things as ' Don't you smell Fire ? ' ' The Parish Revolution,' and ' Huggitis and
Duggins, will never xuaiit readers.

"

—Graphic.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Photographic Portrait, 6s.

Hood's (Tom) Poems, Hn?norous and
Pathetic. Edited, with a Memoir, by his Sister, Frances Free-
ling Broderip.

" There are many poems in the volume which the very best judge might well
tnistakefor hisfather's werk."—Standard.

Square crown 8vo, in a handsome and specially-designed binding,

gilt edges, 6.f.

Hood's (Tom) From Nowhere to the
North Pole: A Noah's Arkceological Narrative. With 25 Illus-

trations by W. Brunton and E. C. Barnes.
' The amusing letterpress is profusely interspersed with the jingling rhymes

which children love and learn so easily. Messrs. Brunton and Barnes do full
justice to the ivriter's meaning, and a plensatiter result of the harmonious cO'

operation ofauthor and artist could not be desired."—Times.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7^. 6d.

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Humorous
Works, including his Ludicrous Adventures, Bons-mots, Puns,
and Hoaxes. With a new Life of the Author, Portraits, Fac-
similes, and Illustrations.

Two Vols, royal Svo, with Coloured Frontispieces, cloth extra, £x 5j.

Hope's Costume of the Ancients.
Illustrated in upwards of 320 Outline Engravings, containing Re-
presentations of Egyptian, Greek, and Roman Habits and
Dresses.

" Tlu substance ofmany expensive works, containing all that may be necessary

to give to artists, and even to dramatic performers and to others engaged in
classical representations, an idea ofancient costumes sufficiently ample to prevent
their offending in theirperformatices by gross and obz'ious blu)ufers.'

Huefier's The Troubadours

:

A History of Provenjal Life and Literature in the Middle Ages.

By Francis Hueffer. Demy Svo, cloth extra, i2j-. 6d.
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^s.

Home's Orion:
An Epic Poem, in Three Books. By Richard Hengist Horne.
Tenth Edition.

" Orion will be admitted, by every man of getiius, to be one of tJie noblest, if not
the very noblest, poetical work of the a^e. Its defects are trivial and conventional,
its beauties intrinsic and suprevic."—Edgar Allan Poe.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 'js. 6d.

Howell's Capital and Labour.
Including Chapters on the History of Guilds ; Trades Unions ;

Apprentices ; Technical Education ; Intimidation and Picketing ;

Restraints on Trade ; Strikes— their Objects, Aims, and Results
;

Trade Councils ; Arbitration ; Co-operation ; Friendly Societies ;

the Labour Laws, &c. By George Howell, Author of "A
Handy Book of the Labour Laws," late Parliamentary Secretary

to the Trades Unions of Great Britain.

Atlas folio, half morocco, gilt, £^ ^s.

The Italian Masters

:

Autotype Facsimiles of Original Drawings in the British Museum.
With Critical and Descriptive Notes, Biographical and Artistic,

by J. COMYNS Carr.
" This splendid volume. . . Mr, Carr's choice of examples has been dictated

iy wide knowledge ajidfine tact. . , The majority have bee?i reproduced with
remarkable accuracy. Of the criticism which accompanies the drawings we have
not hitherto spoken, but it is this which gives the book its special value."—Pall
Mall Gazette.

Small 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

yeux d'Esprit,
Written and Spoken, of the Later Wits and Humourists. Collected
and Edited by Henry S. Leigh.

" TJiis thoroughly congenial piece of work . . . Mr. Leigh's claitn to praise is

threefold : he has performed the duty of taster with care and judgment ; lie lias

restored many stolen or strayed bons-mots to their rig/itful owners ; and he lias

exercised his editorialfunctions delicately and sparingly."—Daily Telegraph.

Two Vols. Svo, with 52 Illustrations and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 14J.

yosephus's Complete Works.
Translated by Whiston. Containing both " The Antiquities of

the Jews," and "The Wars of the Jews."

Small Svo, cloth extra, 6j.

Lamb's Poetry for Children, and Prince
Dorus. Carefully reprinted from the recently discovered unique
copies.
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Small 8vo, cloth, full gilt, gilt edges, with Illustrations, ds,

Kavanaghs' Pearl Fountain,
And other Faiiy Stories. By Bridget and Julia Kavanagh.
With Thirty Illustrations by J. MoYR Smith.

"Geniii7ie new fairy stories of the old type, some of them as deliehtful as iht
lest c/ Critunt's ' Ccr?>ta7iFcf-nlar Stories.' .... For the most fart, the
stories are downright, thorough-going fairy stories of the 7>iost admirable kind.
. . . . Mr. Moyr Smith's illustrations, too, are admirable. Look at that
white rabbit. Anyone would see at the Jirst glance that he is a rabbit with a
mind, and a very ttncommott mind too—that he is a /airy rabbit, and that he is

posing as chie/ adviser to some 07te—without reading even a wo->d oj the story'.

Again, notice the /airy-like ejffect o/ the little picture of the fairy-bird ' Dofit-
forget-me,' _fiying away back into /airy-land. A more perjcctly dteam-like im-
pression offairy-la7id has hardly been given /'« any illustration of fairy tales

within our knowledge."—Spectator.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Portraits, 7^. 6d.

Lamb's Co7nplete IVorks,
In Prose and Verse, reprinted from the Original Editions, with

many Pieces hitherto unpublished. Edited, with Notes and In-

troduction, by R. H. Shepherd, With Two Portraits and Fac-
simile of a page of the " Essay on Roast Pig."

" A complete editioti of Lamb's writings, in prose and verse, has long been
wanted, and is now supplied. The editor appears to have taken great pains
to britig together Lamb's scattered contributions, and his collecticft contains a
number of pieces which are now reproducedJor the first time since their original
appearance in various old periodicals."—Saturday Keview.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, ICM. 6d.

Mary & Charles Lamb:
Their Poems, Letters, and Remains. With Reminiscences and
Notes by W. Carew Hazlitt. With Hancock's Portrait of

the Essayist, Facsimiles of the Title-pages of the rare First Editions

of Lamb's and Coleridge's Works, and numerous Illustrations.

" Very 7nany passages will delight those fotid of literary trijlcs ; hardly any
portion willfail in interest for lovers of CharlesLamb and his sister."—Standard.

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Maps and Illustrations, i8j.

Lamo7it 's Yachting in the Arctic Seas;
or. Notes of Five Voyages of Sport and Discovery in the Neigh-
bourhood of Spitzbergen and Novaya Zemlya. By James Lamont,
F. R.G.S. With numerous full-page Illustrations by Dr. LiVESAY.

"After wading through mirnberless volujnes of icy Jictiott, concocted narrative,

and spurious biography of Arctic voyagers, it is pleasant to meet with a real and
genuine volume. . . Lie shows much taCt in recounting his adventures, and
they are so interspersed with anecdotes and in/ortnation as to make them anything
but 7uearisome. . . . The book, as a •nffiole, is the most important addition
made to our Arctic literature for a long time."—Athkn-eum.
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Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7^. 6a'.

ife in Lo7tdon ;

or. The History of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian Tom. With
the whole of Cruikshank's Illustrations, in Colours, after the
Originals.

Small crown Svo, cloth extra, 4J. 6d.

Linton 's yoshua Davidson,
Christian and Communist. By E. Lynn Linton. Sixth Edition,

with a New Preface.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 'js. 6d.

Longfellow's Complete Prose IVorks.
Including " Outre Mer," " Hyperion," " Kavanagh," " The
Poets and Poetry of Europe," and " Driftwood." With Portrait

and Illustrations by Valentine Bromley.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7^. dd.

Longfellow 's Poetical Works.
Carefully Reprinted from the Original Editions. With numerous
fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood.

" Mr. Longfellow hasfor many years been the best known and the most read of
Atnerican poets : and his popularity is of the right kind, and rightly andfairly
won. He has 7wt stooped to catch attention by artifice, nor striven to force it by
violence. His works have faced the test of parody and burlesque (which in tliese

days is almost the common lot of writings of any mark), and have come off un-
karmed."—Saturday Review.

The Eraser Portraits.—Demy 4to, cloth gilt and gilt edges, with

83 characteristic Portraits, 31^. 6d.

Maclise 's Gallery of Illustrious Literary
Characters. With Notes by Dr. Maginn. Edited, with copious

Additional Notes, by William Bates, B.A.
" One of the most interesting volumes of this year s literature."—Times.
" Deserves a place on every drawing-room table, and may not unfitly be removed

from the drawing-rooin to the library."—Spectator.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 2s. 6d.

Madre Natura v. The Moloch ofFashion.
By Luke Limner. With 32 Illustrations by the Author.
Fourth Edition, revised and enlarged.

" Agreeably written and amusttigly illustrated. Common sense and erudition
are brought to bear on the subject discussed in it."—Lancet.
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Mag
Handsomely printed in facsimile, price 5^.

_na Chavta.
An exact Facsimile of the Original Document in the British

Museum, printed on fine plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2 feet

wide, with the Arms and Seals of the Barons emblazoned in Gold
and Colours.

*^^* A full Translation, with Notes, on a large sheet, dd.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ']s. ()J.

Maid of Norway (The).
Translated from the German by Mrs. Birkbeck. With Pen and

Ink Sketches of Norwegian Scenery.

Small 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7^. 6d,

Mark Twain 'sAdventtiresofTomSawyer.
With One Hundred Illustrations.

" TJie earlierpart of tlie book is to our thinking the tttost amusing thing Mark
Twain lias written. The humour is not always uproarious, but it is always
genuine, and sometimes al>nost patlutic."—Athenaeum.
" A book to be read. Tlure is a certainfreshness and novelty about it, a prac-

tically romantic cliaracter, so to speak, which will make it very attractive."—
Spectator.

*#* Also a Popular Edition, post 8vo, illustrated boards, at 2s.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7^. td.

Mark Twain 's Choice Works.
Revised and Corrected throughout by the Author. With Life,

Portrait, and numerous Illustrations.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2J-.

Mark Twain's Pleasure Trip on the
Continent of Europe. ("The Innocents Abroad," and "The
New Pilgrim's Progress.")

Two Vols, crown 8vo, cloth extra, i8j.

Marston's (Dr. IVestland) Dramatic
and Poetical Works. Collected Library Edition.

" The ^Patricians Daughter' is an oasis in the desert 0/ modern dramatic
literature, a real emanation 0/ tnind. IVe do not recollect any modem vork in

which states 0/ tJwught are so freely developed, except the ' Torquato Tasso' of
Goetlie. The play is a work of art in the same sense that a play of Sophocles is a
work ofart ; it is one simple idea tn a state of^gradual de-.'elopment . . .

' The
Favourite of Fortune' is one of the most important additions to the stock of
Engluh prose comedy that has been made during the present century."—Times.
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, %s.

Marston 's (Philip B.J All in All:
Poems and Sonnets.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Sj.

Marston 's (Philip B.) Song Tide,
And other Poems. Second Edition,

Handsomely half-bound, India Proofs, royal folio, ;^io ; Large Paper
copies, Artists' India Proofs, elephant folio, £'2.0.

Modern Art :

A Series of superb Line Engravings, from the Works of Distin-

guished Painters of the English and Foreign Schools, selected

from Galleries and Private Collections in Great Britain. With
descriptive Text by James Dafforne.

CrowTi 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, gilt edges, 7^. 6a'.

Mnses ofMayfair :

Vers de Societe of the Nineteenth Century. Including Selections

from Tennyson, Browning, Swinburne, Rossetti, Jean
Ingelow, Locker, Ingoldsby, Hood, Lytton, C. S. C,
Landor, Austin Dobson, &c. Edited by H. C. Pennell.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6j-., a New and Cheaper Edition of

The New Republic ;
or. Culture, Faith, and Philosophy in an English Country House.
By W. H. Mallock.

" The great eharin of the book lies in the clever and artistic way the dialo^^ce
is managed, and tlie diverse and various expedients by iviiich, whilst the love o*
thought on eveiy page is Icept at a high pitch, it nez'cr loses its realistic aspect.

. . . It is giving high praise to a work of this sort to say that it absolutely
needs to be taketi as a whole, and that disjointed extracts here and there would
entirelyfail to convey any idea of the artistic jmity, the careful and conscientious
sequence of what is evidently the brilliant outcome of much patient thought and
study. . . . Enough has now been said to recommend these volumes to any
reader who desires something above the usual novel, something which will ope/i

up lanes of thought in his ozvn mind, and insensibly introduce a higher standard
into his daily life. . . . //ere is novelty indeed, as well as originality, and
to anyone who can appreciate or nnderstatid ' The Netu /republic,' it cannot
fail to be a rare treat."—Observer.

* * The Original Edition, in Two Vols, crown 8z/o, 2is., may also

he had.

Square Svo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, <)s.

North Italian Folk.
By Mrs. CoMYNS Carr. With Illustrations by Randolph
Caldecott.
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MOORE'S HITHERTO UNCOLLECTED WRITINGS.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Frontispiece, 9^.

Prose and Verse—Humorous, Satirical,
and Sentimental—by THOMAS MOORE. Chiefly from the

Author's MSS., and all hitherto Inedited and Uncollected. Edited,
•with Notes, by Richard Herne Shepherd.

" This volume is mainly derived frojii manuscript sources, and consists entirely

of inedited and uncelLxted pieces in prose and verse. T/ie Note Books and
Common-place Books of Thomas Moore, together tuith a large mass of correspond-
ence and the original draughts and manuscripts of his principal tcritings, have
been for some time in the possession of the present publis/ters, and iX'crefound on
examination to yield so much matter ofpermanent literary interest, that it was
thojtght advisable to place tliem beyond reach or cluince of loss in case of the
future dispersion of these allographs. No piece, either in prose or verse, appears
in this voluuie, which has already appeared in any of tlie editions of his collected
•works.

"

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Vignette Portraits, price 6s. per Vol.

T/ie Old Dramatists

:

Ben Jonson's Works. I

Algernon Charles Swin-
' BURNE ; Vol. III. the Transla-

With Notes, Critical and Ex-
planatory, and a Biographical
Memoir by William Gifford.
Edited by Col. Cunningham.
Three Vols.

Chapman 's Works.
Now First Collected. Complete
in Three Vols. Vol. I. contains
the Plays complete, including the
doubtful ones ; Vol. II. the
Poems and Minor Translations,
with an Introductory Essay by

tions of the Iliad and Odyssey.

Mar/ozve's Works.
Including his Translations. Edit-

ed, with Notes and Introduction,

by Col. Cunningham. One Vol.

Massinger's Plays.
From the Text of WiLLiAM
Gifford. With the addition of

the Tragedy of '

' Believe as you
List." Edited by Col. CUN-
NINGHAM. One Vol.

Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, 6^.

O'Shattghnessy's (Arthur) An Epic of
Women, and other Poems. Second Edition.

Cro%vn 8vo, cloth extra, \os. 6d.

O'Shaitghnessy 's Lays of France.
(Founded on the " Lays of Marie.") Second Edition.

Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, 7^. da.

O'Skaugknessy 's Music and Moonlight

:

Poems and Songs.
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Crown 8vo, carefully printed on creamy paper, and tastefully

bound in cloth for the Library, price 6s. each.

The Piccadilly Novels:
PopyLAR Stories by the Best Authors.

Antonina. By Wilkie Collins.

Illustrated by Sir J. Gilbert and Alfred Concanen.

Basil. By Wilkie Collins.

Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert and J.
Mahoney.

Hide and Seek. By Wilkie Collins.

Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert and J. Mahoney.

The Dead Secret. By Wilkie Collins.
Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert and H. Furniss.

Queen of Hearts. By Wilkie Collins.
Illustrated by Sir J.

Gilbert and A. Concanen.

My Miscellanies. By Wilkie Collins.
With Steel Portrait, and Illustrations by A. Concanen.

The Woman in White. By Wilkie Collins.
Illustrated by Sir J. Gilbert and F. A. Fraser.

The Moonstone. By Wilkie Collins.
Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and F. A. Fraser.

Man and Wife. By wilkie Collins.
Illustrated by William Small.

Poor Miss Finch. By Wilkie Collins.
Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and Edward Hughes.

Miss or Mrs. ? By Wilkie Collins.
Illustrated by S. L. Fildes and Henry Woods.

The New Magdalen. By Wilkie Collins.
Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and C. S. Rands.

The FrozeJt Deep. By Wilkie Collins.
Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and J. Mahoney.

The Law and the Lady. By wilkie Collins.
Illustrated by S. L. Fildes and Sydney Hall.

The Two Destinies. By Wilkie Collins.

%* Also a POPULAR EDITION of WILKIE COLLINS'S
NOVELS, post 8vo, Illustrated boards, 2S. each.

Felicia. By M. Betham-Edwards.
With a Frontispiece by W. Bowles.

'^A noble novel. Its teaching is elevated, its story is syntjyathetic, and ike kind
offeeling its periisal leaves behind is that more ordinarily derived from tnusic or
poetry titanfrom prosefiction. Few works in modernficti^in stand as high, in our
estimation as this."—Sunday Times.



24 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

The Piccadilly ^oyY.L.s—continued.
The Queen of Connaught.

T/ie Dark Colleen.
" A noz'el luhich possesses tJie rare and valuable quality of novelty. . . . The

scenery luill be strange to tnost readers, and in inany fassngct the aspects ofNature
are very clci'erly described. liloreoz'er, tlie book is a study ofa very curious and
interesting state ofsociety. A noiiel which no novel-reader should miss, and which
people who generally shun noz'els may fwyVy."— Saturday Review.

Patricia Kemball. By e. Lynn Linton.
With Frontispiece by G. Du Maurier.

" Displays genuine humour, as well as keen social observation. Enough graphic
portraiture a7id witty obserz'ation to fiirnish materials for liAlf-a-dozen novels of
ilie ordinary X;/«^."—Saturday Review.

The Atonement of Leant Dundas. By e. Lynn Linton.
With a Frontispiece by Henry Woods.

" In her narrowness and lur depth, in her boundless loyalty, her selfforgetting
passion, that ejcclusiveness of love which is akin to cruelty, and tlie fierci
hutntlity 7vhich is vicarious pride. Learn Dundas is a striking fgure. In on
quality the autlwress lias in some tneasure surpassed herself."—Pall Mall.

The EvilEye,and other Stories. By Katharine s.macquoid.
Illustrated by Thomas R. Macquoid and Percy Macquoid.

' Cameos delicately, if 7wt very minutely or vividly, '.wrought, and quitefinished
enough to give a pleasurable sense of artistic ease and faculty. A word ofcom-
mendatien is merited by tlie illustrations."—Academy.

Number Seventeen. By Henry Kingsley.
Oakshott Castle. By Henry Kingsley.

With a Frontispiece by Shirley Hodson.
"A brisk and clear north wind of sentiment—sentiment that braces instead oj

enerziating—blcnvs through all his works, and makes all tlieir readers at once
healthier and more glad."—Spectator.

Open ! Sesame ! By Florence Marryat.
Illustrated by F. A. Fraser.

" A story which arouses and sustains the reader's interest to a higlier degree
than, perhaps, any of its autlior s former works."—Graphic
Whiteladics. By Mrs. Oliphant.

With Illustrations by A. Hopkins and H. Woods.
" A pleasant and readable book, written with practical ease andgrace."—Times.

The Best of Husbands. By James Payn.
Illustrated by J. Moyr Smith.

Fallen Fortunes. By James Payn.

Halves. By James Payn.
With a Frontispiece by J. Mahoney.

Walter 'j Word. By James Payn.
Illustrated by J. MoYR Smith.

" His noz'els are always commendable in the sense of art. They also possess

another distinct claim to our liking : the girls in them are remarkably charm-
ing and true to nature, as most people, rue believe, liave the good fortune t»

(^serve nature represented by girls."—Spectator.
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The Piccadilly ^qm^'l&— continued.

The Way we Live Now. By Anthony Trollope.
With Illustrations.

The American Senator. By Anthony Trollope.

"il/r. Trollope has a trjie artist's idea of tone, of colour, of harmoyiy: his

pictures are one, and seldom out of drawing; he never strains after effect, is

fidelity itself in expressing English life, is never guilty of caricature. —
Fortnightly Review.

Diani07id CtU Diamond. By t. a. Trollope.
'^ Full of life, of interest, of close observation, and sympathy. . . . When

Mr. Trollope paints a scene it is sure to be a scene worth painting."—Satur-
day Review.

Bound to the Wheel. By John Saunders.

Gny Waterman. By John Saunders.

One Against the World. By John Saunders

The Lion in the Path. By John Saunders.

*' A carefully written and beautiftil story—a story of goodness and truth,
which is yet as interesting as tlwugh it dealt with the opposite gualities. . . .

The author of this really clever story has been at great paijis to •work out all

its details with elaborate conscientiousness, and the result is a very vividpicture
of the ways of life and habits of tlioicght of a hundred and fifty years ago,

. . . Certainly a very ititeresting book."—Times.

Ready-Money Mortiboy. By w. Besant and James Rice.

%* READY-MONEY MORTIBOY may also be had in

illustrated boards, at 2s.

My Little Girl. ByW. Besant and James Rice.

The Case of Mr. Lucraft. By w. besant and james rice.

This Son of Vulcan. By W. Besant and James Rice.

With Harp and Crown. By W. Besant and James Rice.

The Golden Butterfly. By W. Besant and James Rice.

With a Frontispiece by F. S. Walker.
" ' The Golden Butterfly ' 7uill certainly add to tlu; happiness of mankind, for we

defy anybody to read it with a gloomy countenance."—Times.

NE IV NOVEL BY JUSTIN Mc CA R TH Y.

Two vols. 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 2\s.

Miss Misanthrope.
By Justin McCarthy, Author of "Dear Lady Disdain,
With 12 Illustrations by ARTHUR IIOPKINS.
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Crown 8vo, red cloth, extra, 5^. each.

Ouida '5 Novels.—Uniform Edition.
Folk Farine. By Ouida.

|

Pascarel. By ouida.

Puck. By Ouida,Idalia. By Ouida.

Cha7ldos. By Ouida.

UnderTwo Flags. By ouida,

Tricotrin. ByOuioA.

Cecil Castlemaini

s

Gage. By OuiDA.

Held in Bondage. By Ouida.

Dogof Flafiders. By Ouida.

Strathmore. By Ouida.

Two WoodenS/wesBy OviDA.

Signa. By Ouida.

In a Whiter City. By ouida.

Ariadne. By Ouida.

CHEAP EDITION OF OUIDA'S NEW NOVEL.
Crown Svo, cloth extra (uniform with the other Volumes of the

Series) 55.

Ariadne.
By Ouida.

" Ouida's new st(»y, ' AHadu^,' is not only a great romance, but a great and
consu»nnate work 0/ art, retnarkahle beyond anything which she has yet given
vs /or the combination oj simplicity, passion, severity, and beauty. TIte work
stands on an altogetlier lo/tier leiiel than anything prez'iously attempted by its

author. It is as complete and cro7vning a triumph of the skill 0/ the itrriter

that, out 0/ jnaterials so sitnple, with 710 accessories in tlu way of plot, and only
four priticipal dramatis personae, she should have wrought a result so rich in
colour, so beautiful in proportions, as it is of tlu sculptor's skill that he slwuld
be able to transform the solid ajid shapeless marble into the counterfeit present-
ment of life. The pages are studded with epigrams and short and felicitous
sayings, wherein much wisdom and kno7uledge of hutnan nature are enshrined.
In an esthetic age like t/te present, the artistic element in the book will be gene-
rally a recotmnendation. It is as a work of art tlutt ' Ariadnl' must bejudgeil;
and. as such we may almost venture to pronounce it luitlioutfault or flaw in its

beauty."—The World.

MPS. LINTON'S NEW NOVEL.
Two Vols. Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 21s.

The IVorld Well Lost.
By E. Lynn Linton, Author of " Tatricia Kemball," &c. With
12 Illustrations by Henry French and J. Lawson.

MISS /EAN MIDDLEMASS'S NEW NOVEL.
Three Vols, crown Svo, at every Library.

Touch and Go.
By Jean Middlemass.
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Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Cheap Editmis of Popular Novels.
[WiLKiE Collins' Novels may also be had in cloth limp at

zsdd. See, too, the Piccadilly 'i^oym.s, for Library Editions.'^

The Woman m White. By Wilkie Collins.

Antonina. By Wilkie Collins.

Basil. By Wilkie Collins.

Hide and Seek. By Wilkie Collins.

The Dead Secret. By Wilkie Collins.

The Qneen of Hearts. By wilkie Collins.

My Miscellanies. By Wilkie Collins.

The Moonstone. By Wilkie Collins.

Man and Wife. By Wilkie Collins.

Poor Miss Finch. By Wilkie Collins.

Miss or Mrs. ? By Wilkie Collins.
.

The New Magdalen. By wilkie Collins.

T/te Frozen Deep. By Wilkie Collins.

Tlie Lazu and the Lady. By Wilkie Collins.

Ready-Money Mortiboy. By Walter Besant and James Rice.

The Golden Butterfly.
By the Authors of " Ready-Money Mortiboy."

TJlis Son of Vlllcan. By the Authors of " Ready-Money Mortiboy."

My Little Girl. By the Authors of " Ready-Money Mortiboy."

The Case of Mr. Lncraft.
By the Authors of "Ready-Money Mortiboy."

With Harp and Crown.
By the Authors of " Ready-Money Mortiboy."

The A dventiires of Tom Saivyer. By mark Twain.

A Pleasure Trip on the Continent of Europe.
By Mark Twain.

Oakshott Castle. By henry kingsley,

Bonnd to the Wheel. By John Saunders.

Guy Waterman. By John Saunders.

Ofte Against the World. By John Saunders.

The Lion in the Path. By John and Katherine Saunders.

Surly Tiin. By the Author of " That Lass o' Lowrie's."
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Two Vols. 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, lOj. dd.

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious Men.
Translated from the Greek, with Notes Critical and Historical,

and a Life of Plutarch, by John and William Langhorne.
New Edition, with Medallion Portraits.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Portrait and Illustrations, 7^. (xi.

Poe's Choice Prose and Poetical IVorks.
With Baudelaire's "Essay."

" Poe stands as much alone among verse-writers as Salvator Rosa amofig
painters."—Spectator.

Small 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 3^. 6d.

The Prince ofArgolis

:

A Story of the Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. MoYR Smith.
With 130 Illustrations by the Author.

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, I2j. dd.

Proctor s Myths and Marvels of Astro-
nomy. By Richard A. Proctor, Author of "Other Worlds
than Ours," &c.

' " The chief charm 0/ Astronomy, 'with many, does net reside in the wonders
rez'ealcd to ns ly the science, but in the lore and legends connected with its his-

tory, the strange fancies with which in old times it has been associated, tlie

halfforgotten niytlis to which it has given birth. In ourcmk times, also, Astronotny

has had its mytlis and fancies, its wild inventions ami startling paradoxes. My
object in tlte present series of papers has been to collect together the most interesting

of these old and ncM Astroiwmical Mytlts, associating 7uith them, in duepropor-
tion, some of the chiefMarvels which recent Astrotwniy lias rcveakd to us. To the

former class belong the subjects of the first four and the Uist five essays of t/ie

present series ; while the remaining essays belong to tlu Litter category. Through-
out I luive endeavoured to avoid technical expressions on the one hand, and ambi-
guous phraseology [sometimes resulting from the attempt to avoid technicality) on

t!u otiier. I luive, in fact, sought to present n^ subjects as I should wish to iiave

matters outside tlie range ofmy special branch ofstudy presented for my own read-

ing.—Richard A. Proctor."

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5^.

Prometheus the Fire-Giver :

An attempted Restoration of the Lost Eirst Part of the Trilogy

of iEschylus.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Portrait and Facsimile, 12s. 6d.

The Final Reliques of Father Prout.
Collected and Edited, from MSS. supplied by the family of the

Rev. Francis Mahony, by Blanchard Jerrold,
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In Two Series, small 4to, blue and gold, gilt edges, 6s. each.

Puniana ;
or, Thoughts Wise and Other-Why's. A New Collection of
Riddles, Conundrums, Jokes, Sells, &c. In Two Series, each
containing 3000 of the best Riddles, 10,000 most outrageous Puns,
and upwards of Fifty beautifully executed Drawings by the Editor,
the Hon. Hugh Rowley. Each Series is Complete in itself.

"A witty, droll, attd tnosi amusing work, profusely afid elegantly illustrated."—Standard.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7^. 6d.

The Pursuivant of Arms

;

or, Heraldry founded upon Facts. A Popular Guide to the
Science of Heraldry. By J. R. Planch^, Esq., Somerset
Herald. With Coloured Frontispiece, Plates, and 200 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 'js. 6d.

Rabelais' Works.
Faithfully Translated from the French, with variorum Notes, and
numerous Characteristic Illustrations by Gustave Dor6.

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, and a beautifully

executed Chart of the various Spectra, ^s. 6d., a New Edition of

Rambosson 's Astronomy.
By J. Rambosson, Laureate of the Institute of France. Trans-
lated by C. B. Pitman. Profusely Illustrated.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, ds.

Red-Spinnefs By Stream a^td Sea :

A Book for Wanderers and Anglers. By William Senior
(Red-Spinner).

" Mr. Senior has long been known as an interesting and original essayist. He is

a keen obscrr'er, a confessed lover of ' the gentle sport' and combines with a fine
pictteresque touch a quaint atid efficient humour. All these qualities come out in a
most attractive manner in this delightful volume. . . . It is pre-eminently a
bright and breezy hook, full of 7iature and odd out-of-tlie-way references. . . IVe
ca7t co7ueive of }io better book for theholiday tour ortheseasiae."—Nonconformist.
" Very delightful reading; Just the sort of book which an angler or a rambler

will be ^lad to have in the side pocket of his^jacket. Altogetlier, 'By Streatn and
'^ea ' is one of the best books of its kind whic/i we have come acrossfor many a lon<'

aay."—Oxford University Herald.

Handsomely printed, price 5j-.

Tke Roll of Battle Abbey ;
or, A List of the Principal Warriors who came over from Nor-
mandy with William the Conqueror, and Settled in this Country,
A.D. 1066-7. Printed on fine plate paper, nearly three feet by
two, with the principal Arms emblazoned in Gold and Colours.



3° BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

In 4to, very handsomely printed, extra gold cloth, I2s.

The Roll of Caerlaverock.
The Oldest Heraldic Roll ; including the Original Anglo-Norman
Poem, and an English Translation of the MS. in the British

Museum. By Thomas Wright, M.A. The Arms emblazoned
in Gold and Colours.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, "js. 6d.

Memoirs of the Sanson Family

:

Seven Generations of Executioners. By Henri Sanson. Trans-

lated from the French, vrith Introduction, by Camille BarrJire.
"A faithful translation of this curious work, ivhich tvill certainly repayfenisal

—tioi on the ground of its beingfill of horrors, for the original author scents to

be rather ashamed of tJie technical aspect of his profession, and is comjncndably
reticent as to its details, but because it contains a lucid account of t/ie most notable

causes c&Xhhres from the time of Louis XIV. to a period within tJie memory of
persons still living. . . . Can scarcely fail to be extremely entertaining.

"

—
Daily Telegraph.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illustrated, 4s, 6d. each.

The "Secret Out'' Series.
The Volumes are as follows :

The Art of A musing

:

A Collection of Graceful Arts,

Games, Tricks, Puzzles, and Cha-
rades. By Frank Bellew. 300
Illustrations.

Hanky-Panky :

Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult

Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of

Hand. Edited by W. H. Cre-
MER. 200 Illustrations.

Magicians Own Book

:

Performances with Cups and Balls,

Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c.

All from Actual Experience.

Edited by W. H. Cremer. 200
Illustrations.

Magic No Mystery :

Tricks with Cards, Dice, Balls,

&c., with fully descriptive Direc-

tions ; the Art of Secret Writing
;

the Training of Performing Ani-
mals, &c. With Coloured Fron-
tispiece and many Illustrations.

T/ie Merry Circle

:

A Book ofNew Intellectual Games
and Amusements. By Clara
Bellew. Many Illustrations.

T/ie Secret Out

:

One Thousand Tricks with Cards,

and other Recreations ; with En-
tertaining Experiments in Draw-
ing-room or " White Magic." By
W. H. Cremer. 300 Engravings.

DVCE'S SHAKESPEARE.—In 9 vols. 8vo, cloth extra, £i, los.

The Works of Shakespeare.
Edited by the Rev. Alexander Dyce. A New Edition, being

the Third, with Mr. Dyce's Final Corrections.
•«• This edition is not a mere reprint of that which appeared in 1857, but

presents a text -very materially altered and amendedfrom beginning to eftd, with

a large body of critical Notes almost entirely new, and a Glossary, in which the

language of tlu poet, his allusions to customs, f^c, are fully explained.

''THE BEST TEXT OF SHAKESPEARE WHICH HAS YET AP-
PEARED. Mr. Dyce's editicn is a great work, worthy of his reputation, and
for thepresent it contains the standard text."—1'ii.\t.s.
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In reduced facsimile, small 8vo, half Roxburghe, los. 6d.

The First Folio Shakespeare.
Mr. William Shakespeare's Comedies, Histories, and Trage-
dies. Published according to the true Originall Copies. London,
Printed by Isaac Iaggakd and Ed. Blount, 1623.—An exact
Reproduction of the extremely rare original, in reduced facsimile

by a photographic process—ensuring the strictest accuracy in every
detail. A fullprospectus will be sent upon application,

" To Messrs. Chatto and Wzndus belongs the merit of having do>te more to
facilitate the critical study of the text of our great dramatist than all the Shake-
speare clubs and societies f>ut together. A complete /acsitnile of tlie celebrated
First Folio edition of 162^/or half-a-gztinea is at once a iniracle of cheapness atid
enterprise. Being in. a reduced forjn, the type is necessarily rather ditninutive,
hit it is as distinct as in a genuine copy of the original, and -will befound to be as
useful andfar more handy to tJie stttdent than the latter."—Athen^um.

Post 8vo, with Illustrations, cloth extra, gilt edges, i8j.

The Lansdoivne Shakespeare.
Beautifully printed in red and black, in small but very clear type.

With engraved facsimile of Droeshout's Portrait, and 37 beautiful

Steel Plates, after Stothard.

Two Vols, crown Svo, cloth extra, iSj.

The School of Shakspere.
Including "The Life and Death of Captain Thomas Stukeley,"
with a New Life of Stucley, from Unpublished Sources; "No-
body and Somebody," " Histriomastix," "The Prodigal Son,"
"Jack Drum's Entertainement," "A Warning for Fair Women,"
with Reprints of the Accounts of the Murder ; and "Faire Em."
Edited, with Introductions and Notes, and an Account of Robert
Green and his Quarrels with Shakspere, by Richard Simpson,
B.A., Author of " The Philosophy of Shakspere's Sonnets," "The
Life of Campion," &c. With an Introduction by F. J. Furnivall.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 'js. 6d.

Signboards :

Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and Re-
markable Characters. By Jacob Larwood and John Camden
HoTTEN. With nearly 100 Illustrations.

" Even ifwe were ever so maliciously i)iclined, we could ttot pick out all Messrs.
Larwood and Hotten's pbims, because the good thi7igs are so numerous as to defy
the most wholesale depredation."—Times.

Exquisitely printed in miniature, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2j. dd.

The Smoker 's Text-Book.
By J. Hamer, F.R.S.L.
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Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with lo full-page Tinted
Illustrations, Is. 6d.

Sheridan s Complete Works,
with Life and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings,
printed from the Original Editions, his Works in Prose and
Poetry, Translations, Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. ; with a Collec-
tion of Sheridaniana.

" The editor has brought together within a manageable coti:J>ass not only the
seven plays by which Sheridan is best knoiun, but a collection also of his poetical
pieces which are less familiar to the public, sketches ofunfitiislud dramas, selections
from his reported witticisms, and extracts from his principal speeches. To these
is prefixed a short but well-written memoir, giving the chief facts in Sheridan's
literary and political career ; so that, with this volume in his hand, the student
may consider himself tolerably well furnished with all that is necessary for a
general comprehension of tlie subject of it."— Pall Mall Gazette.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s. 6d.

The Slang Dictionary

:

Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. An Entirely New
Edition, revised throughout, and considerably Enlarged.

" We are ^lad to see the Slatig Dictionary reprinted and enlarged. From a high
tcientific point of view this ^00% is not to be despised. Of course it cannot fail to
be amusing also. It contains the very vocabulary of unrestrained humour, and
oddity, andgrotesqucness. /« a word, it provides valuable material both for the
student of language and the Student ofhuman nature."—Academy.
Crown 4to, uniform with " Chaucer for Children," with Coloured

Illustrations, cloth gilt, los. 6d.

Spenserfor Children.
By M. H. TowRV. With Illustrations in Colours by Walter
J. Morgan.

"In these transcripts the writer has endeavoured to pz-ese'i'e the thoughts and
language of S/>enscr, while presenting the tales in a simple and continuousfortn.
The work of one of our greatest poets has not been apfroached in an irreverent
spirit, nor with any intention of vulgarizing his ficttotis by relating tlum in a
familiar and mocking manner—a style too often supposed to be titat most attractive
to the young."

Imperial 4to, containing 150 beautifully-finished full-page Engravings
and Nine Vignettes, all tinted, and some illuminated in gold and
colours, half-morocco, £() gs.

Stothard's Monumental Effigies ofGreat
Britain. With Historical Description and Introduction by John
Kempe, F.S.A. a New Edition, with a large body of Additional
Notes by John Hewitt.

*,* A few Large Paper copies, royal folio, with the arms illummated
in gold and colours, and the plates ver)' carefully finished in body-colours,
heightened with gold in the very finest style, half-morocco, £1^^ 15^.
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gj.

Stedman 's Victorian Poets

:

Critical Essays. By Edmund Clarence Stedman.
" We ought to he thankful to tlwse who do critical work with competent skill

and understanding, with honesty of purpose, and with diligence and tlwroughness

of execution. And Mr. Stedman, luiving chosen ti> work in this line, deserves i/ie

tluinks of English scholars by these qualities and by something more ; . . . .

he isfaithful, sttidions, and discerning."—^k-vvr-dk\ Review.

Large 8vo, half-Roxburghe, with Illustrations, price 95.

Stow 's Stirvey of London.
Edited by W. J. Thoms, F.S.A. A New Edition, with Copper-

plate Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 'js. 6d.

Swiffs Choice Works,
in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, and Facsimiles of

the Maps in the Original Edition of "Gulliver's Travels."

"The ' Tale of a Tub' is, in my- apprehe7ision, the tnasterpiece of Swift

;

certainly Rabelais has nothing superior, even in invention, nor anything so con-

densed, so pointed, so full of real vieaning, of biting satire, offelicitous analogy.

The ^ Battle of the Books' is such a)i improvement on the similar cotnbat in the

Lutrin, thatwe can hardly own it as an imitation."—Hallam.
" Swift's reputation asapoet has been ifia vtannerobscured by the greater splen-

dour, by the naturalforce and inventive genius, of his prose writitigs ; but, if lie

had never written cither the * Tale ofa Tub' or ^Gulliver's Travels^ his natne

merely as a poet would have come down to us, and have gone down to posterity,

with well-earned Iwnours."—Hazlitt.

Mr. Swinburne's IVorks

:

The Queen Mother and Bothwell:
Rosamond. Fcap. 8vo, 55.

Atalanta in Calydon.
A New Edition. Crown 8vo, 6j.

Chastelard,
A Tragedy. Fcap. 8vo, 7J.

Poems and Ballads.
Fcap. 8vo, 9J.

Notes on ^^Poems and
Ballads." 8vo, is.

William Blake

:

A Critical Essay. With Facsimile

Paintings. Demy 8vo, i6.f.

Songs de/ore Sunrise.
Crown 8vo, los. 6d.

Two Vols, crownA Tragedy.
8vo, 125. 6d.

George Chapman :

An Essay. Crown 8vo, -js.

Songs of Two Nations.
Crown 8vo, 6j.

Essays and Studies.
Crown 8vo, I2J.

EreclitJieiis :

A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s.

Note of an English Re-
publican on the Muscovite Cru-
sade. 8vo, 15.

A Note on CJiarlotteBront'e

.

Crown 8vo, 65.
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MR. SWINBURNE'S NEW WORK.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, <^s.

Poeins and Ballads.
Second Series. By Algernon Charles Swinburne.

Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, 31. 6^.

Rossettis (W. M.) Criticism ttpon Swin-
burn^s " Foefns and Ballads."

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 'js. 6d.

Strutfs Sports and Pastimes of the
People of England ; including the Rural and Domestic Recrea-
tions, May Games, Mummeries, Shows, Processions, Pageants,

and Pompous Spectacles, from the Earliest Period to the Present

Time. With 140 Illustrations. Edited by William Hone.
*^ A few Large Paper Copies, with an extra set of Copperplate

Illustrations, carefully coloured by hand, from the Originals, 50J.

Medium 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, "js. 6d.

Dr. Syntax 's TJiree Tonrs,
in Search of the Picturesque, in Search of Consolation, and in

Search of a Wife. With the whole of Rowlandson's droll page
Illustrations, in Colours, and Life of the Author by J. C. Hotten.

Large post 8vo, cloth, full gilt, gilt top, with Illustrations, 12s. 6d.

Thackerayana :

Notes and Anecdotes. Illustrated by a profusion of Sketches by
William Makepeace Thackeray, depicting Humorous Inci-

dents in his School-life, and Favourite Characters in the books of

his eveiyday reading. With Hundreds of Wood Engravings and
Five Coloured Plates, from Mr. Thackeray's Original Drawings.

" // lucntld have been a real loss to bibliflrraphical literature Imd coJ>yright

diffuHlties dep> iv:d the general public of this very amusing collection. One of
Tliackeray s habits, from his sclujolboy days, ivas to ornament the margins and
blank pages of ilu books he had in use luith caricature illustrations of t/teir

contents. This gave sfiecial value to the sale of his library, and is almost cause

for regret that it could not liave been preserved in its integrity. Thackeray's

place in literature is eminent enough to have made this an interest to future
generations. Tlu anonymous editor has done the best that lie could to compen-

tate for the lack of this. It is an admirable addendum, fiot only to his collected

works, but also to any memoir of him iliat lias been, or tJiat is likely to be,

written."—liKiTiSH Quartkklv Review.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, with Illustrations, js. 6d.

Thomson's Seasons and Castle of l7t-

dolencc. With a Biographical and Critical Introduction by Allan
Cunningham, and over 50 fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood.
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Two Vols, crown 8vo, cloth boards, 18^.; Large Paper copies
(only 50 printed), 36J.

Cyril Tourneurs Collected Works,
Plays and Poems. Edited, with Critical Introduction and Notes,
by J. Churton Collins.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Coloured Illustrations, 7j. 6^.

y. M. IV. Ttirners Life and Correspond-
ence. Founded upon Letters and Papers furnished by his Friends
and fellow Academicians. By Walter Thorn bury. A New
Edition, considerably enlarged. With numerous Illustrations

in colours, facsimiled from Turner's original Drawings.

Taine's History of English Literature

,

Translated by Henry Van Laun. Four Vols, small 8vo, 30^.
** Also a New and Cheaper Edition, in Two Vols., crowt!

8vo, cloth extra, 15s.

Small 8vo, cloth gilt, with Portrait, 6j.

Thoreaii : His Life and Aims.
A Study. By H. A. Page, Author of "The Life of Thomas
De Quincey," &c.

Extract from Preface.—" TAe nature-instinct in TJioreau was so strong
that, as I believe, it 7nay even do something to aid in the interpretation of certain
phenomena of so distant a period as t/ie Middle Age. I see a kind of real liketiess
between this so-called ' Stoic' of America, with /lis unaffected lovefor the slave, hi3
wonderful sympathies and attractiofis for the lo^uer creatures, his simplicities,
and his liking for the labour of t/ie hand, and that St. Francis wliose h'^e has
recently been made fresh and real to us by the skilfulpen of Mrs. Olipliant. 'Alii
claim for Thoreau is a disinterested and not a one-sided andprejudiced liearing."

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, ^s. 6d.

Thnbs Clubs aitd Club Life in London.
With Anecdotes of its famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and
Taverns. By John TiMBS, F.S, A. With numerous Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, yj. ^d.

Timbs English Eccentrics and Ec-
centricities: Stories of Wealth and Fashion, Delusions, Impos-
tures, and Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights and Sporting Scenes,
Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of Letters, &c. By ToH.M
TiMBS, F.S.A. With neariy 50 Illustrations.

j(.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 'js. 6rl.

p Trollope's A Peep Behind the Scenes at
Rome. By T. Adolphus Trollope.
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One Vol. crown 8vo, cloth extra, 'js. 6d.

Tom Taylor '5 Historical Plays.
"Clancarty," "Jeanne d'Arc," '"Twixt Axe and Crown," "The
Fool's Revenge," " Arkwright's Wife," "Anne Boleyn," "Plot
and Passion."

*,* The Plays may also be had separately, at is. each.

Crown 4to, half-Roxburghe, i2s. 6d.

Vagabondiana ;
or, Anecdotes of Mendicant Wanderers through the Streets of

London ; with Portraits of the most Remarkable, drawn from the
Life by John Thomas Smith, late Keeper of the Prints in the

British Museum. With Introduction by Francis Douce, and
Descriptive Text. With the Woodcuts and the 32 Plates, from
the original Coppers.

Large crown 5vo, cloth antique, with Illustrations, "js. 6d.

Walt071 and Cotton's Complete Angler ;
or, The Contemplative Man's Recreation : being a Discourse of

Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, written by Izaak Walton
;

and Instructions how to Angle for a Trout or Grayling in a clear

Stream, by Charles Cotton. With Original Memoirs and
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and 61 Copperplate Illustrations.

Carefully printed on paper to imitate the Original, 22 in. by 14 in., 2J.

Warrant to Rxecute Charles I.
An exact Facsimile of this important Document, with the Fifty-

nine Signatures of the Regicides, and corresponding Seals.

Beautifully printed on paper to imitate the Original MS., price zr.

Warrant to Execute Mary Q. of Scots.
An exact Facsimile, including the Signature of Queen Elizabeth,

and a Facsimile of the Great Seal.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7^. dd.

Wright '5 Caricature History of the
Geort^es. ( The House of Hanover. ) With 400 Pictures, Caricatures,

Squibs, Broadsides, Window Pictures, &c. By Thomas Wright,
Esq., M.A., F.S.A.

Large post 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, "}$. 6d.

Wright '5 History of Caj'icature and of
the Grotesque in Art, Literature, Sculpture, and Painting, from

the Eariiest Times to the Present Day. By Thomas Wright,
RLA., F.S.A. Profusely illustrated by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A.

J. OSORM AND CO., PRINTFRS, 172, ST. JOHN STREET, B.C.

010940011

^J



^





OCT 1 6 i99t



:!:m'Mi';- 'l;ii|l
;;;i


